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Abstract

This BA thesis is focused on the translation of selected parts of a novel by B. Chambers and
their stylistic analysis. The thesis consists of a practical and a teoretical part. The outcome of
the practical part is a side-by-side translation. The theoretical part analyses differences

between Czech and focuses mainly on the lexical aspect.
Key words
Translation, Chambers, lexical aspect, science fiction, word formation.

Abstrakt

Tato bakalafska prace se zabyva piekladem vybranych ¢asti romanu B. Chambersové a jejich
stylistickou analyzu. Prace se sklada z praktické a teoretické ¢asti. Vystupem praktické ¢asti
je zrcadlovy pieklad, teoreticka Cast se zabyva rozdily mezi ¢estinou a anglictinou se

zaméienim na lexikalni aspekt.
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1 Introduction

There were numerous reasons which led me to choosing this particular novel as the topic of
my bachelors thesis. The choice was very limited, as I had to choose only from the books
which had not been translated into Czech, which ruled out most of my favourite books or

books which I found attractive from the translator’s point of view.

From the very beginning I was certain that the work I would translate would be a science
fiction novel. This has been my favourite literary field since childhood and in the list of all the
books I have ever read it prevails over any other genre. That not only made the writing of this

thesis more entertaining for me, but it also made it easier, as I am comfortable with the style.

Yet another criterion which I considered when opting for this particular novel was its usage of
neologisms. I decided to focus primarily on the lexical and morphological aspects of the
novel, since its charm dwells in the fictive futuristic lexis Chambers created solely for the
purposes of the trilogy. For those reasons significantly downplay syntactical aspects and other
general linguistic properties of the text, as those can be found in any other work and have
been documented and described many times. In the analysis I will be addressing the processes
of word formation of the neologisms and the aim of certain lexical and morphological

phenomena in the futuristic context of the novel.



2 Becky Chambers — about the author of Record of a Spaceborn Few

Becky Chambers was born in 1985 and grew up in Southern California, until she moved to
San Francisco to study at the University of San Francisco. After graduating she worked as

a freelance writer. In 2014 she raised enough money on Kickstarter to publish her first novel,
The Long Way to a Small Angry Planet, which was later nominated for the A. C. Clarke
Award. Its sequel, The Closed and Common Orbit, was nominated for Hugo Award for the

best novel in 2017.

Record of a Spaceborn Few is her third novel and closes of the Wayfarers trilogy. Chambers*
works have received many favourable reviews from periodicals such as The Times or

Guardian.



3 Practical part

The practical part of the thesis consists of a side-by-side translation a representative segment
of the novel. Given the above-mentioned focus of the analysis, the segment was selected with
regard to its linguistic properties, namely its specific lexis which is conducive to
morphological solutions on the part of the translator. The parts for translation were selected so
as to cover the most important part of the story, which deals with the destruction of

a spaceship Oxomoco and with a murder of one of the crew.



ISABEL

Isabel didn’t want to look. She didn’t want to
see it, didn’t want whatever nightmare lay out
there to etch itself permanently into memory.
But that was exactly why she had to go.
Nobody would want to look at it now, but
they would one day, and it was important that
nobody forgot. Somebody had to look.

Somebody had to make a record.

‘Do you have the cams?’ she asked, hurrying

toward the exit.

Deshi, one of the junior archivists, fell
alongside her, matching her stride. ‘Yeah,” he
said, shouldering a satchel. ‘I took both
packs, so we’ll have plenty to— holy shit.’

They’d stepped out of the Archives and into
a panic, a heaving chaos of bodies and noise.
The plaza was as full as it was on any festival
day, but this was no celebration. This was

terror in real time.

Deshi’s mouth hung open. Isabel reached out
and squeezed his young hand with her
wrinkled fingers. She had to lead the way,
even as her knees went to jelly and her chest
went tight. ‘Get the cams out,” she said. ‘Start

recording.’

Her colleague gestured at his scrib and
opened his satchel, and the camera spheres
flew out, glowing blue as they absorbed sight
and sound. Isabel reached up and tapped the

frame of the hud that rested over her eyes.

ISABELA

Nechtéla se podivat. Nechtéla to videét,
nechtéla, aby se ji hriza, ktera lezela pied
ni, navzdy vryla do paméti. Ale piesné to
byl diivod, pro¢ tam jit musela. Nikdo to
nebude chtit vidét. Ne ted’, ale piijde den,
kdy ano, a je dilezité, aby nikdo
nezapomnél. Proto se nékdo dnes musel

podivat a vytvofit zdznam.

,»,Mas kamery?* zeptala se a spéchala

k vychodu.

Deshi, jeden z mladych archivafti, s ni
srovnal krok. ,,Jo,* kyvl a popléacal kabelu,
ktera mu visela ptes rameno. ,,Vzal jsem
ob¢, budeme potiebovat spoustu — do

hajzlu.*

Vykro¢ili z Archivii do uspéchané¢ho,
zmateného chaosu tél a riznorodych zvukd.
Néameésti bylo nacpané jako kterykoli
vyznamny den, ale ted’ to vypadalo spis§

jako scéna z hororu nez jako oslava.

Deshi zistal stat s otevienou pusou. Isabela
se k nému natdhla a seviela jeho mladou
dlan svymi vrasCitymi prsty. Musela zlstat
silnd, 1 kdyZ ji zdfevénély nohy a hrudnik se
ji seviel, ze sotva dychala. ,,Vyndej

kamery,* zaSeptala. ,,Za¢ni nahravat.*

Jeji kolega nakreslil jakési gesto na skrib
a oteviel kabelu. Ven vylétlo nékolik
zdznamovych kouli, které se okamzité

modfe rozzafily a zaCaly zaznamenavat




She tapped again, two short, one long. The
hud registered the command, and a little
blinking light at the corner of her left eye let

her know her device was recording as well.

She cleared her throat. “This is senior
archivist Isabel Itoh, head of the Asteria
Archives,’ she said, hoping the hud could
pick up her voice over the din. ‘I am with
junior archivist Deshi Arocha, and the date is
GC standard 129/303. We have just received
word of— of—" Her attention was dragged
away by a man crumbling soundlessly to his
knees. She shook her head and brought
herself centre. ‘—of a catastrophic accident
aboard the Oxomoco. Some kind of breach
and decompression. It is believed a shuttle
crash was involved, but we do not have many
details yet. We are now headed to the public
cupola, to document what we can.” She was
not a reporter. She did not have to embellish
a moment with extraneous words. She simply

had to preserve the one unfolding.

She and Deshi made their way through the
crowd, surrounded by their cloud of cams.
The congregation was dense, but people saw
the spheres, and they saw the archivists’
robes, and they made way. Isabel said
nothing further. There was more than enough

for the cams to capture.

‘My sister,” a woman sobbed to a helpless-
looking patroller. ‘Please, I think she was

visiting a friend—’

obraz i zvuk. Isabela pohnula rukou

a zaklepala na ramecek prtthledového
displeje, ktery ji zakryval o¢i. Pak znovu,
dvakrat kratce, jednou dlouze. Displej
zaznamenal ptikaz a blikajici svétélko

v levém rohu ji ujistilo, Ze jeji zafizeni

zacalo také nahravat.

Odkaslala si. ,,Tady starsi archivarka Isabela
Itoh, vedouci Asterijskych archivi,™ zacala
a doufala, Ze jeji hlas bude dobfte slySet

1 pres vngjsi hluk. ,,Jsem zde s mlad$im
archivafem Deshim Arochem a datum je
129/330 standardu GS. Pravé jsme se
dozvédéli o- o-* Jeji pozornost odvedl muz,
ktery se bez hlesu sesunul na kolena.
Pottésla hlavou a znovu se sousttedila na
svyj ukol. ,,- o katastrofické nehodé na
palubé lodi Oxomoco. Doslo k jakémusi
protrZeni a nasledné dekompresi. SlySeli
jsme, Ze nehoda souvisela i s narazem
¢lunu, ale zatim nezname mnoho detailt.
Jsme na cesté do hlavni kupole, abychom
zdokumentovali, co bude mozné.* Nebyla
reportérka a neuméla prikraslit situaci
barvitymi slovy, ale to ani nebyl jeji tkol.
Me¢éla zdokumentovat tento okamzik realné.
S Deshim se proplétali davem, obklopeni
rojem kamer. Lidé zde byli naméstnani
velmi tésné, ale kdyZ videli kamery

a obleceni archivafi, uvolnili jim cestu.
Isabela mlc¢ela. Kamery zaznamenavaly
situaci vice nez vystizné, i bez jejiho

komentafe.




‘Shh, it’s okay, we’re okay,” a man said to
the child he held tight against his chest.
‘We’re gonna be home soon, just hold on to
me.” The child did nothing but bury xyr face

as far as it would go into xyr father’s shirt.

‘Star by star, we go together,” sang a group of
all ages, standing in a circle, holding hands.
Their voices were shaky, but the old melody

rose clear. ‘In ev’ry ship, a family strong ...’

Isabel could not make out much else. Most
were crying, or keening, or chewing their lips

in silence.

They reached the edge of the cupola, and as
the scene outside came into view, Isabel
suddenly understood that the clamour they’d
passed through was appropriate, fitting, the
only reaction that made any sense in the face
of this. She walked down the crowded steps,
down as close as she could to the viewing
glass, close as she could to the thing she

didn’t want to see.

The rest of the Exodus Fleet was out there,
thirty homestead ships besides her own,
orbiting together in a loose, measured cluster.
All was as it should be ... except one, tangled
in a violent shroud of debris. She could see
where the pieces belonged — a jagged breach,
a hollow where walls and homes had been.
She could see sheet metal, crossbeams, odd
specks scattered between. She could tell,
even from this distance, that many of those

specks were not made of metal or plex. They

»Moje sestra, vzlykala zena pfed bezmocné
vypadajicim straznym. ,,Prosim, myslim, ze

byla na navstéveé u kamaradky-*

,»No tak, je to v poraddku, jsme v poradku,*
utéSoval muz dité, které pevné drzel

v naruci. ,,Brzy ptijdeme domd, jen se m¢
pevné drz.“ Dité jen zabofilo oblicej do

otcovy kosile.

,Hvézda za hvézdou, kracime spolu,*
zpivala skupina lidi. Stali v kruhu, drZeli se
za ruce a byly mezi nimi zastoupeny snad
vSechny vékové skupiny. Hlasy se jim
ttasly, ale stary ndpév nabyval na sile. ,,Na

kazdé lodi, rodina sili...*

Vic Isabela nedokazala rozeznat. VEtSina
lidi plakala, natikala, nebo se v tichosti

kousala do rta.

Dostali se k okraji kupole a kone¢né spatfili
scénu za okny. V tu chvili si teprve Isabela
uvédomila, Ze zoufalstvi lidi, mezi kterymi
prosli, bylo pfimétené, a vlastné bylo
jedinou myslitelnou reakci na obraz, ktery
se jim zjevil.

Sesla po schodech pieplnénych lidmi, aby
se dostala co nejblize k oknu. Tak blizko,

jak to jen §lo, k tomu, co nechtéla spatfit.

Venku byl zbytek Exodanské flotily, tficet
sdruzenych lodi okolo té, na které stali,
vSechny spolecné letici ve volné formaci.
Vsechno bylo naprosto v potfadku... Krome

jedné lodi, zahalené krvavym zévojem




were too curved, too irregular, and they
changed shape as they tumbled. They were

Human. They were bodies.

Deshi let out a wordless moan, joining the

chorus around them.

‘Keep recording,’ Isabel said. She forced the
words from her clenched throat. They felt as
though they were bleeding. ‘It’s all we can do

for them now.’

KIP

Not in a million years would Kip have
wanted to be held up — that was for kids, not
eleven-year-olds — but he couldn’t help but
feel kind of envious of the little droolers
sitting comfy around their parents’ heads. He
was too big to be held, but too short to see
over the forest of grown-ups that filled the
shuttledock. He stretched up on tiptoe,
swaying this way and that, trying to see
something other than shoulders and shirt
sleeves. But no, whenever he found a gap to
look through, all there was beyond was more
of the same. Tons of people packed in tight,
with kids up top, making the view all the

trosek. Vidéla, odkud vSechny kusy
pochazely — nepravidelna trhlina, dira na
miste, kde mély byt zdi a domovy. Vidéla
kovové platy, rozpéry a mezi nimi
roztrouSené poletujici mensi objekty. I na
dalku bylo poznat, ze nejsou z kovu nebo
plexu, na to byly pfili§ zohybané,
nepravidelné a jejich tvar se ménil, kdyz
poletovaly vakuem. Byli to lidé. Byla to

téla.

Deshi tahle a beze slov zasténal a jeho hlas

se ztratil ve smésici ostatnich.

»Nahravej dal,” vyrazila Isabela ze

sevieného hrdla.

Bylo to, jako by sami krvaceli. ,,To je to

jediné, co pro né ted’ mizeme udélat.*

KIP

Kip by se nenechal zvednout ani za milion —
to byla vysada déti, a to uz on ve svych
jedenacti preci nebyl. I ptesto obcas
zéavistive pohlédl na batolata sedici na
ramenou svych rodi¢i. Sice byl na néco
takového moc velky, ale stale byl moc maly
na to, aby vidé¢l pies nekonecné fady
dospélych, ktefi zaplnili dok. Zkusil se
postavit na $picky, ale at’ se naklonil na
jakoukolin stranu, stale nevidél vic, nez
ramena a rukavy lidi okolo sebe. A kdyz se
nc¢kde mezi tély preci jen vytvofila mala
mezera, i tak nevidél nic jiného nez stejné

husty dav, jen o fadu dal. Tisice lidi




more impossible. He dropped his heels down

and huffed.

His dad noticed, and bent down to speak
directly in Kip’s ear. ‘Come on,’ he said.

‘I’ve got an idea.’

It wasn’t easy for them to push their way
back out of the middle, but they managed —
his dad leading the way, Kip following the
grey-striped print of his father’s shirt. It was
a nice shirt, the kind of shirt you wore to
naming days or weddings, or if someone
important came to the hex for dinner. Kip
was wearing a nice shirt, too — yellow with
white dots. He’d struggled with the buttons,
and his mom had had to help him get it
closed. He could feel the fabric tugging tight
over his chest every time he took a breath,
just like he could feel his toes pressing
against the ends of his shoes. His mom had
shaken her head, and said she’d go over and
see if his cousin Wymer had any bigger hand-
me-downs lying around. Kip wished he could
get brand new clothes, like the ones the
import merchants hung outside their stalls, all
crisp and straight and without stitches where
somebody else’s elbows had poked through.
But he could see stitches on his dad’s shirt,
too, and on most of the shirts they pushed
past. They were still nice shirts, though, as
nice as people could manage. Everybody

wanted to look good for the Aeluons.

namackanych na sob¢, s détmi posazenymi
na ramenou, znemoznovaly jakykoli vyhled.
Kip se nakonec vzdal jakékoli snahy

a vzdychl.

Jeho otec si toho v§iml a naklonil se piimo

k jeho uchu. ,,Pojd’,* fekl. ,,Mam napad.

Nebylo jednoduché se mezi vSemi lidmi
protlacit ze stiedu, kde stali, az aplné
dozadu, ale kdyz Sel otec prvni a Kip se

s pohledem zafixovanym na jeho Sedou
pruhovanou kosili drzel za nim, nakonec to
zvladli. Byla to hezka kosile. Takovou si
¢lovék vezme na den jmenovani, svatbu,
nebo kdyz je do hexu pozvany na vecefi
nékdo dulezity. Kip mél na sob¢ také
hezkou kosili — Zlutou s bilymi puntiky. M¢l
problém ji vitbec zapnout, a nakonec mu
musela pomoci matka, a pfi kazdém
nadechu citil, jak se latka napind a svird mu
hrudnik, stejné jako piti kazdém kroku citil
tlak Spicek bot na prsty u nohou. Matka
zavrtéla hlavou a fekla, Ze se plijde zeptat
bratrance Wymera, jestli nema néjaké vetsi
staré obleceni. Kip si pfal, aby si mohl
portidit Upln€ nové obleceni. Takové, které
visivalo pted stanky dovozci, nové, mékke,
nevytahané a bez zaplat jako dikazl
neSikovnosti pfedchozich majiteli. Ale

1 kosile jeho otce méla zéplaty, a stejné tak
vétsina koSil, mezi kterymi se proplétali.

I tak to nebyly Spatné kosile. Vypadaly tak




No matter whether the shirts were new or
stitched, there was one thing everybody had
on: a white band tied around their upper right
arm. That was what people wore in the
tendays after funerals, so other people knew
to cut you some slack and give you some
kindness. Everybody had them on now —
everybody on the Asteria, everybody in the
whole Fleet. Kip didn’t know anybody who’d
died on the Oxomoco, but that wasn’t the
point, Mom had said while tying cloth around
his arm. We all lost family, she’d said,

whether we knew them or not.

Kip looked back once they’d cleared the
crowd. ‘“Where are we going?’ he asked with
a frown. He hadn’t been able to see anything
where they were, but the empty dock was far
away now, and the ship would be arriving
any minute. They weren’t going to miss it,

were they? They couldn’t.

‘Trust me,” Dad said. He waved his son
along, and Kip could see where they were
headed: one of the cargo cranes perched
nearby. Some other people had already got
the same idea, and were sitting in the empty
gaps of the crane’s metal neck. His dad put
his hand on Kip’s shoulder. ‘Now, you
should never, ever do what we’re about to do
any other time. But this is a special occasion,
yeah? Do you think you can climb up there

with me?’

pekné, jak to jen §lo. VSichni chtéli vypadat

dobfte pfed aeluony.

At méli kosile jakékoli, zalatané nebo ne,
jeden dopln€k méli vSichni spole¢ny: bilou
stuhu uvazanou kolem piedlokti pravé ruky.
Tato stuha se nosila v desetidnech po
pohibech, aby okoli truchliciho védélo, ze
maji projevit trochu laskavosti. Dnes je méli
vSichni — vSichni na Asterii i vSichni v celé
flotile. Kip neznal nikoho z Oxomoca, ale o
to neslo, fekla mu matka, kdyZ mu rano
stuhu uvazovala. VSichni jsme ztratili ¢ast

rodiny, at’ uz jsme je znali, nebo ne.

Jakmile se dostali z davu, Kip se ohlédl.
»Kam jdeme?* zeptal se a zamracil se.

Z mista, kde stal ptedtim, sice nic nevid¢l,
ale ted’ byl prazdny dok jesté dal a lod’ mé¢la
ptistat kazdou chvili. Pfece ji nepropasnou,

ze ne? To neslo.

,, V& mi," fekl otec a tahl ho dal. Ted uz
Kip pochopil, kam jdou: mifili k jednomu
z jetabl pro presun nakladu. Par lidi uz
dostalo ten stejny napad a sed€lo na
trubkéch na jeho ocelovém krku. Otec
polozil Kipovi ruku na rameno. ,,Vis, Ze
tohle nikdy jindy nesmis§ délat. Ale dnes je
zvlastni udalost. Myslis, Ze tam zvladnes

vylézt?“

Kip ptikyvl. ,,Jo,* odpoveédel s busicim
srdcem. Otec neporuSoval pravidla moc

casto. Vlastné nikdy. Matka by tohle za




Kip nodded. ‘Yeah,’ he said, his heart
pounding. Dad didn’t break the rules often.
Ever, really. No way would Mom have gone
for this. Kip was secretly glad she hadn’t

come.

They climbed up the crane’s service ladder,
then clambered along the fat metal supports.
The crane was way taller than it had looked
from the floor, and Kip was a little scared —
not like scared scared, he wasn’t a baby — but
the climb wasn’t hard. It was kind of like the
obstacle course at the playground, only way
bigger. Besides, he was with his dad. If Dad

said it was okay, it was okay.

The other people already on the crane smiled

at them. ‘Pull up a seat,” one lady shouted.

Dad laughed. ‘Don’t mind if we do.” He
swung himself into an empty spot. ‘Come on,

Kip.’

Kip pulled himself alongside, letting his arms
hang over one support beam and his feet
swing free below another. The metal below
his thighs was cold, and definitely not
designed for sitting. He could already tell his

butt was going to go numb.

But the view ... the view was awesome.
Being far away didn’t matter so much when
you were up top. Everything looked small —
the people in the crowd, the patrollers at the
edges, the in-charge group waiting right at
the dock. ‘Is that the Admiral?” Kip said,

zadnou cenu nedovolila. Kip byl ve skrytu

duse rad, Ze nesla s nimi.

Vysplhali po sluzebnim zebiiku jefabu

a prelezli po tlustych kovovych podpérach.
Byli vys, nez se zdalo ze zemé a Kip dostal
trochu strach. Ne moc velky, samoziejm¢,
nebyl pfece mimino a $plhani samotné se
nakonec ukézalo jednodussi, nez ¢ekal.
Bylo to skoro jako prolézacky na hfisti, jen
mnohem vétsi. A kromé toho byl s tatou.
A kdyz tata tekl, ze je to v potadku, tak to
tak bylo.

Lidé, kteti uz na jetdbu sed¢li, se na né
usmivali. ,,Berte misto,” zavolala na né

jedna pani.

Otec se zasmal. ,,To si piste.“ Piehoupl se

na kousek volné trubky. ,,Pojd’, Kipe.*

Kip se pfitahl k nému a posadil se, rukama
se opiral o podpérnou ty¢ a nohy nechal
viset dolii. Kov pod jeho stehny studil

a tlacil a rozhodné nebyl ptizptisobeny

k tomu, aby se na ném sedé€lo. Uz ted’ védél,

ze ho bude pékné bolet zadek, az se zvedne.

Ale vyhled... Vyhled byl paradni. Najednou
vubec nevadilo, Ze jsou daleko, kdyz vse
mohli pozorovat takhle z vysky. VSechno
bylo tak malé — 1idé v davu, hlidky na
okrajich, skupinka lidi, kterd méla celou
akci pod palcem a stala pfimo pfed dokem.

,Je to admiralka?* zeptal se Kip a ukdzal na
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pointing at a grey-haired woman in

a distinctive green council uniform.

‘That’s her,” Dad said.
‘Have you ever met her?’
‘No.’

‘I did, last standard,’ said the friendly,
shouting lady. She sipped something hot
from a canteen. ‘She was on my sanitation

team.’
‘No kidding,” Dad said. “What’d you think?’

The lady made a yeah, not bad kind of face.

‘I’d vote for her again.’

Kip felt a knot start to unravel itself, a mass
that had been tangled in him ever since the
crash. Here was his dad, climbing up a crane
with him and chatting easily with strangers.
There was the crowd, assembled in the
smartest clothes they had, nobody crying or
screaming anymore. There was the Admiral,
looking cool and official and powerful. Soon,
the Aeluons would be there, too, and they’d
help. They’d make things right again.

The dock lights turned yellow, indicating an

incoming vessel. Even up high, Kip could

hear the crowd hush. All at once, there it was.

It flew into the dock silently — a smooth,
gleaming Aeluon skiff with rounded corners
and pearly hull. It almost didn’t look like

a ship. Ships were angular. Mechanical.

Something you bolted and welded together,

zenu se Sedymi vlasy oblecenou v typické

zelené uniformé rady.

, 10 je ona,” odpovedél otec.
»Potkal jsi ji n¢kdy?*

»Ne.

»Ja ano, minuly standard, zapojila se do
hovoru ta ptatelska Zena, co na n¢ predtim
volala. Usrkla né¢eho horkého z hrnku

z jidelny. ,,Byla v mém sanitacnim tymu.*
,Fakt?* podivil se otec ,,A co na ni fikate?*

Zena pokrcila rameny se souhlasnym

vyrazem v obliceji. ,,Volila bych ji znovu.*

Kip ucitil, jako by mu z ramen zacalo padat
tézké bremeno, které ho tahlo k zemi uz od
té nehody. Byl tu jeho otec, ktery s nim
vylezl na vysoky jefab a ted’ si uvolnéné
povidal s lidmi. Pod nim stal obrovsky dav,
vSichni ve svych nejlepsich Satech a nikdo
uz neplakal ani nekticel. A tam vzadu stala
admirélka, ze které vyzatovala moc

a ledovy klid. Brzy dorazi aeluoni

a pomuzou jim. VSechno bude zase

v potadku.

Svétla v doku se razzarila Zlutou barvou,
znadici piilet plavidla. I v té vysce, v jaké
byli, slysel Kip, jak to davem zaSum¢lo.
Uplné najednou, z ni¢eho nic to pfislo.
Plavidlo nesly$né vlétlo do doku bylo malé
a hladké, mélo zaoblené rohy a jeho trup

zafil aeluonskymi perletovymi odstiny.
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piece by piece, chunk by chunk. This ship, on
the other hand, looked like it had been made
from something melted, something poured
into a mould and polished for days. The

entire crowd held their breath together.
‘Stars, that’s something,” Dad said quietly.

‘Get ’em all the time over at cargo,’ the lady

said. ‘Never get tired of it.

Kip didn’t say anything. He was too busy
looking at the most beautiful thing he’d ever
seen. He almost asked his dad what this kind
of ship was called, but his dad obviously
hadn’t seen one before, and Kip didn’t know
the lady, so he didn’t want to ask her. He’d
look up Aeluon ships on the Linkings when
he got home. He knew all the types of Human
ships, and he also liked to know stuff about
alien bodies, but he hadn’t ever thought to
learn about their ships. It was easy, in the
Fleet, to think that Human ships were all

there was.

A hatch yawned open. How, Kip couldn’t
say, because there weren’t any edges on the
outer hull to suggest doors or seams. The
crowd broke into a cheer as three Aeluons
stepped out. Kip had really wanted to see
them up close, but even at a distance, they
made his heart race. Bare silver heads he
knew were covered in tiny scales. Patches on
their cheeks that swirled with colour. Weird

grey and white and black clothes that, he

Skoro nevypadalo jako lod’. Lodé mély byt
hranaté, mechanické. Hromada soucasti,
kousek po kousku pospojovanych k sobé.
Tahle lod’ naopak vypadala, jako by se do
své soucasné podoby roztekla a technici ji
pak né€kolik dni usilovné lestili. Snad kazdy

pfi tom pohledu téméf zapomnél dychat.
,U hvézd, to je néco,* zaseptal tise otec.

,» 10 je néco jiného nez naklad’dky,*

prohlasila Zena. ,,Tohle se nikdy neomrzi.*

Kip mlcel. Lod’ ho naprosto ohromila

a nemohl se na ni vynadivat. Chtél se zeptat
otce, jak se takovému typu plavidla tika, ale
pak si uvédomil, Ze otec néco takového vidi
poprvé v zivoté stejné jako on. Mohl se
zeptat té Zeny, ale neznal ji, tak nefekl nic.
Az se dostane domil, vyhleda si aeluonské

lod¢ na Spojich.

Védél vsechno mozné o lidskych lodich

a také ho zajimalo, jak vypadaji rlizné rasy
mimozemstand, ale nikdy ho nenapadlo
zjisStovat, jak vypadaji jejich plavidla. Ve
flotile nebylo téZké zapomenout, Ze existuji

1jind nez lidska.

V lodi se oteviel vychod. Kip nevédél jak,
protoze na hladkém povrchu nic
nenaznacovalo tomu, Ze by tam néjaky
vubec byl. Ven vystoupili tii acluoni a dav
v hale zajasal. Kip by si je rad prohlédl
zblizka, ale i pohled z takové vzdalenosti

mu dokazal potfaddné rozpumpovat srdce.
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guessed, had never been anybody’s hand-me-

downs.

‘Why are they wearing masks?’ Kip asked.
‘Can’t they breathe oxygen?’

‘They can, and do,” Dad said. ‘But sapients
who don’t live around Humans tend to find

us, ah ... pungent.’
‘What’s pungent mean?’

‘We stink, kid.” The lady laughed into her

canteen.

‘Oh,” Kip said. He wasn’t sure how he felt
about that. And the longer he sat there, the
less he was sure how he felt about anything.
His insides began to tangle themselves again
as he watched the Admiral greet their
otherworldly neighbours. Her uniform no
longer looked cool, the crowd no longer
looked smartly dressed, and the dock no
longer looked normal, not with a big flying
gemstone resting in the middle of it. The
Aeluons were here to clean up a mess the
Fleet couldn’t, a mess that wouldn’t have
happened without busted ships and worn-out
tech. They shook hands Human-style with the
stinky, stitched-up council, and beneath Kip’s
excitement, beneath his wonder, a sadness

spread.

He watched the Aeluons, and he felt

ashamed.

Hladké sttibrné hlavy, které Kip poznaval,
byly pokryty drobnymi Supinami a jejich
tvare zarily barevnymi skvrnami. Obleceni
byli v podivnych rébach v Sedé¢, cerné a bilé
barvé, které rozhodné nevypadaly jako

zdédéné po starSich sourozencich.

,,Pro¢ maji masky?* zeptal se Kip. ,,Copak

nemuzou dychat kyslik?*

»Muzou a taky ho dychaji,” odpovédél otec.
»ale humanoidiim, kteti nejsou zvykli na

ptitomnost lidi, pfijdeme, hm... vyrazni.“
»Jak vyrazni?“

,,Jako ze smrdime, kamarade,* zasmala se

7ena s hrnkem.

»Aha,* fekl Kip. Nebyl si jisty, jaky z toho
mél pocit. A ¢im déle sed¢l v té vySce na
jetabu, tim méné si byl jisty, jak se citi
ohledné ¢ehokoli. Pfipadalo mu, jako by se
jeho vnitinosti pomalu zamotéavaly

a utahovaly, kdyz pozoroval, jak admiralka
vita jejich mimolidské sousedy. Jeji
uniforma uZ nevypadala tak honosn¢ jako
predtim, nikdo v davu uz nevypadal
slavnostné obleceny a dok uz viibec
nevypadal normalné€. Ne kdyz uprostied
né¢ho trinila lod’, kterd vypadala jako
obrovsky zafici drahokam. Aeluoni pfiletéli,
aby pomohli vyfesit problémy, se kterymi si
Flotila nevédéla rady. Problémy, které by
nenastaly, kdyby nebylo jejich

opotfebeného vybaveni a lodi, které drzely
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SAWYER

The trick to living on Mushtullo was
knowing which sunrise to wait for. Ressoden
came up first, but only spacer merchants and
little kids made the mistake of going out that
early. Ressoden was dinky, capable of
providing usable light but not enough warmth
to burn off the cold. The predawn fog carried
the kind of insidious wetness that wormed its
way to your bones, and you couldn’t be
blamed for deciding to wait for the third sun
— big, fat Pelus — to banish the clouds
entirely. But that, too, was a rookie mistake.
You had about a half an hour after Pelus’
appearance until the surrounding swamps
started to evaporate, and the roasting midday
air became thick enough to chew. The second
sunrise — Makarev — was where it was at.
Makarev held court for an hour and sixteen
minutes, just long enough for you to get up
and catch a tram to wherever it was you
needed to go. Not too damp, not too muggy,
not too hot, not too cold. You didn’t need to

layer, and you wouldn’t show up to work

pohromadg jen silou viile svych mechanik.
Aeluoni si po lidském zptisobu potiasli
rukou s celou zapachajici a zazaplatovanou
radou a Kipovo nadSeni a obdiv nahradil

smutek. Pozoroval aeluony a zacal se stydét.

SAWYER

Kazdy obyvatel Mushtulla moc dobie védél,
na ktery vychod slunce si pockat. Jako prvni
vychazel Ressoden, ale jen obchodnici nebo
malé déti udélaly tu chybu, Ze si kviili nému
ptivstali. Ressoden byl mali¢ky, dokazal
sice poskytnout dostatek svétla, ale ne tolik
tepla, aby rozehtal no¢ni nizké teploty.
Milha, ktera mésto zahalovala pied
rozednénim s sebou nesla takovy ten druh
vlhkosti, ktery se zavrtal hluboko do morku
kosti a nikdo se nemohl divit, Ze si vétSina
cizincu radé€ji ptispala az do vychodu ttetiho
slunce, obiiho Peluse, ktery teprve dovedl
mlhu uplné rozehnat. Ale i to byla
zacatecnicka chyba. Asi pil hodiny po
vychodu Peluse se zacaly vypatovat
vSechny baZiny v okoli a horky poledni
vzduch zhoustl natolik, Ze by se dal krijet.
Druhy vychod — Makarev — to bylo ono.
Makarev vévodil obloze hodinu a Sestnact
minut, coz bylo akorat na to, aby ¢lovek
sedl na vlak a dostal se kam potieboval.

Nebylo pfilis vlhko, dusno, horko ani

chladno. Nebylo potieba nékolik vrstev
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with a sweaty shirt that wouldn’t dry out.
Ideal.

Sawyer pressed his palm against the inner
wall of his capsule bunk, and he could tell
that Makarev was just about there. His
capsule was supposedly temperature
controlled — and okay, sure, he hadn’t frozen
to death or anything — but the insulation was
as cheap as his rent. He lay under his
blankets, waiting for the wall to hit that level
of warmth that meant ... now. He sat up on
his mattress and hit one of the buttons on the
wall. The sink shelf slid out, a thick rectangle
with a basin and a pop-up mirror and the
almost-empty box of dentbot packs he needed
to restock. He rinsed his face, drank some
water, cleaned his mouth, combed his hair
into place. He pushed a different wall button.
The sink retracted, and a larger shelf
extended, holding a quick-cooker and

a storage box full of just-add-water meals. He
knew he had a long day at work ahead, so he
opted for two packs of Magic Morning Power
Porridge, which were still heating up when he
checked his scrib and discovered he had no

job to get to.

He didn’t bother to finish reading the soulless
form letter his (former) employer had sent.
He knew what it said. Unforeseen funding
shortage, blah blah, sincerely regret the
abrupt notice, blah blah, wish you the very
best of luck in future, blah blah blah. Sawyer
fell back onto his pillow and shut his eyes.

obleceni a ani ¢lovek neptisel do prace

s propocenym trickem. Idealni.

Sawyer pritiskl dlan na vnitini zed’ své
kapsule a poznal, Ze je akorat ten spravny
cas. Kapsule méla udrzovat vnitini teplotu —
a ano, jasn¢, zatim jeSté neumrzl nebo tak
néco — ale s tim, kolik platil za najem
nemohl oc¢ekévat tu nejmodernéjsi izolaci.
Lezel pod né€kolika ptikryvkami, dokud mu
teplota stény nenaznacila, Ze je Cas vstat.
Posadil se a stiskl jeden z knoflikl vedle
postele. Ze stény pred nim vyjela police,
obdélnik se zapusténym umyvadlem,
zrcadlem a skoro prazdnou krabici

s balenimi zubotti. Brzy je bude muset
doplnit. Oplachl si oblicej, vypil sklenici
vody, vyCistil si zuby a hfebenem zkrotil
vlasy. Pak stiskl jiné tlacitko a umyvadlo
zajelo zpé&t. Misto n€ho se objevila police

s vafiem a krabici instantnich jidel. Mél
pied sebou dlouhy den v praci, tak sahl po
dvou balenich Kouzelné krupi¢né kase. Dal
je ohtat a zkontroloval sviij skrib. A zjistil,

Ze uz nema praci, do které by Sel.

Ani se nenaméhal strohy dopis od svého
(byvalého) zaméstnavatele docist. Bylo mu
jasné, co v ném stoji. Neocekdvané snizeni
dotaci, bla bla, uptimné litujeme tohoto
nahlého ozndmeni, bla bla, pfejeme mnoho
S¢sti do budoucna, bla bla bla. Sawyer
sebou prastil zpét do postele a zavtel oci.

Bylo mu devatenact, pracoval od dvanacti
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He was nineteen, he’d been working since
twelve, and he’d had ten jobs by now. The

math there was not in his favour.

‘Great,” he sighed, and for a while, he
considered staying in bed all day, blowing the
extra creds needed to cool his capsule while
Pelus was out. But now his creds were even
more precious than before, and if he’d been
laid off, that meant everybody else at the
factory had, too. They’d all be descending on
the commerce square, ingratiating themselves
to business owners until one of them offered
a job. That was how things worked with
Harmagians, anyway. No résumés or
interviews or anything. Just walk up and hope
they like you. With other species, finding

a job was a less tiring to-do, but Harmagian
jobs were where the creds were at. There
were jobs in his neighbourhood, probably,
but Human-owned work didn’t get you very
far. Much smarter to head out to the square
and try his luck. He could do it. He’d done it

before.

With a weary will, he sat back up, ate his
porridge, and put on clean clothes (these, too,
were stored in the wall). He scooted off the
end of his mattress and out the capsule hatch,
planting his feet on the ladder outside in

a practised way. He gripped his doorframe as
he started to lower himself down, and
immediately withdrew his hand with disgust.
‘Oh, come on,’ he sighed, grimacing at the

grey gunk smeared across his fingers. Creep

a od té doby vystfidal deset pracovnich

pozic. Cisla mu nehréla do karet.

Lwduper, povzdychl si a chvili zvazoval, Ze
v posteli zistane cely den a vyhodi své
zbyvajici kredy na klimatizaci kapsle, do
které za chvili zaCne prazit Pelus. Ale kredy
ted’ pro néj byly jest¢ mnohem cennéjsi nez
diive. A krom¢ toho, jestli vyhodili jeho,
znamenalo to, Ze vyhodili také vSechny
ostatni zamé&stnance tovarny. VSichni ted’
nejspis zamiti na obchodni ndmésti a budou
se snazit vlichotit se podnikateliim, dokud
jim n¢ktery z nich nenabidne préaci. Takhle
to s harmagiany fungovalo. Zadné
zivotopisy, pohovory, nic takového. Clovék
k nim musel pfijit a prosté doufat, Ze se jim
zalibi. Sehnat si praci u nékoho jiné rasy
bylo jednodussi, ale jen u harmagiant se
toCily velké kredy. Asi by si mohl sehnat

1 zamé&stnani pobliz své kapsle, ale prace pro
lidi nikdy nebyla pfili§ cenénd. Mnohem
lepsi bude zajit na namésti a zkusit Stésti.

Védél, ze na to ma. Nedélal to poprvé.

Ptinutil se znovu se posadit, snist kasi

a obléci se do Cistych Sath (i ty mél ptihodné
uschované ve zdi). Sesunul se z matrace

a ven z kapsle, kde se nacvi¢enym pohybem
zachyytil za zebtik. Chytil se dveifniho ramu
a zacal se spoustét dold, ale pak ruku

s nechuti stahl. ,,Ale no tak,* vzdychl

a znechucené¢ se zasklebil na Sedy sliz na

prstech. Plaziva pliseni. Tahle Seda, mastna

veéc milovala no¢ni mlhu a rostla tak rychle,
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mould. The grey, greasy stuff loved the
night-time fog, and it grew so fast you could
clean it up before bed and find a fresh new
mat in the morning, just like the one inching
over Sawyer’s tiny home now. He wiped his
palm on an old shirt and resumed his exit,
taking care to not get any of the gunk on his
clothes. He had new bosses to impress, and

this already wasn’t his day.

It would be, though, he decided, hoisting his
mood as he climbed down. He’d go out there,
and he’d find a job. He’d find something
even better than the job he’d had yesterday.

He headed out into Mushtullo’s second
morning, weaving his way through the
neighbourhood. The narrow paved streets
were as packed as the tall buildings that lined
them, and the general flow of foot traffic was
headed for the tram stations, like always. He
saw a few other better-dressed-than-usual
people in the crowd, and he quickened his
step. Had to get to the square before the good
stuff got snapped up.

Out of the corner of his eye, he spotted
something out of the ordinary: a small crowd
— old people, mostly — gathered by that little
weather-worn statue of an Exodan
homesteader over by the grocery. They were
decorating the statue, laying wreaths of
flowers and ribbons over it, lighting candles
around its base, scrubbing creep mould off of

it. Sawyer dimly remembered talk at work

ze kdyz ji ¢lovek uklidil tésné€ pred spanim,
rano se probudil a naSel novou varku,
stejnou, jako byla ta, co mél Sawyer na
prstech. Utfel si ruku do starého tricka

a pokracoval po zebiiku, jen si daval pozor,
aby se toho Sedého slizu uz nedotkl. M¢l jit
ohromit své nové $éfy, ale uz od rana se mu

smula lepila na paty.

Ale to ptejde, rozhodl se. Jak slézal po
zebtiku, snazil se myslet pozitivné

a zvednout si ndladu. Pjde na ndmésti
a najde si praci. Najde si néco lepsiho,
mnohem lepsiho, nez bylo jeho minulé

zameéstnani.

Vyrazil do druhého mushtullského rana

a zacal se proplétat ulickami v okoli své
kapsle. Uzké dlazdéné ulice byly nacpané

k prasknuti, stejné€ jako vysoké budovy,
kter¢ je obklopovaly. Dav sméfoval
pfevazné na stanice vlaku, jako obvykle.
Sawyer si v§iml nékolika dalSich lidi
oblecenych lIépe neZ na béZny pracovni den,
a pridal do kroku. Musel se dostat na
namésti diive, nez budou ta nejlepsi mista

zabrana.

Periferné si povsiml také néceho
neobvyklého: malé skupinky vétSinou
starSich lidi, shromazdénych okolo malé,
zanedbané sochy exodanského osadnika,
ktera stala vedle obchodu. Tito lidé sochu
rizn¢ zdobili, véseli na ni kvétinové vénce,

vazali na ni stuhy, zapalovali kolem ni
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a few days before, something about

a homesteader exploding, or decompressing,
or something. Some horrible shit. He figured
that was the reason for the crowd, and
would’ve kept going on his way were it not
for one face he recognised: Shani Brenner,
one of the supervisors from the factory. She
wasn’t headed for the trams, she was helping
some old — no, ancient — lady light a candle.
Did she not know about the layoffs? Had she

not checked her scrib?

Sawyer hesitated. He didn’t want to waste

time, but Shani was all right.

She’d shared her lunch with Sawyer once,
when he’d been short on creds. This day
hadn’t had a lot going for it yet. Maybe,
Sawyer thought, helping somebody out

would get the universe back on his side.

He changed course and hurried toward the

statue. ‘Hey, Shani!” he called with a wave.

Shani looked up, first with confusion, then
with recognition. She patted the old woman
(who was sitting on the ground, now), then
met Sawyer halfway. ‘Shitty morning, huh?’
she said, rubbing the back of her neck.

“You heard,” Sawyer said.

“Yeah. Got a letter, same as I bet you did. No
idea it was coming. Stingy bastards. I gave
Tolged a thanks-for-being-my-boss gift three
days ago and everything.’

svicky a seskrabavali z jejiho povrchu
plazivou plisent. Sawyer si mlhavé
vzpominal, Ze se pfed par dny nékolik jeho
kolegti bavilo o jakési explozi osadnika.
Nebo snad dekompresi? Uz si nevzpominal.
Néco hrozného. Domyslel si, ze to bude
pravdépodobné diivod tohoto dnesniho
setkani a normalné by pokracoval v chuzi,
kdyby si nevS§iml znamé tvare: Shani
Brenner, jedné ze svych byvalych
nadfizenych. Nemifila na vlak, ale
pomahala jedné staré pani zapalit svicku.
Copak nevédéla o tom vyhazovu?

Nezkontrolovala si skrib?

Sawyer zavahal. Nechtél marnit Cas, ale
Shani mél celkem rad. Jednou se s nim
rozdélila o obéd, kdyZz nemél penize. Jesté
mél dost ¢asu. Moznd, pomyslel si, kdyz

né¢komu pomizu, karma mi to vrati.

Zménil smér a spéchal k soSe. ,,Hej, Shani!“

zavolal a zamaval.

Shani zvedla hlavu, nejdfiv vypadala trochu
zmateng¢, ale pak Sawyera poznala.
Poplacala starou pani po rameni (ted’ sedéla
na zemi) a vydala se Sawyerovi naproti.

,Zasrany rano, co?* fekla a trela si krk.
,» Tak jsi to slySela,* fekl Sawyer.

,J0. Dostala jsem asi stejnej dopis jako ty.
Fakt jsem to necekala. Hajzlové. Par dni
zpatky jsem dokonce dala Tolgedovi hrnek

s napisem ,nejlepsi éf.
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Sawyer jerked a thumb toward the street.

‘Aren’t you going to the square?’

Shani shook her head. ‘Not today.” She
nodded to the statue. ‘That’s my grandma

over there. You hear about the Oxomoco?’
‘That homesteader that ...?’

‘Yeah. She was born there. Came here when
she was seven, but still. Roots, y’know?’

Shani eyed Sawyer. ‘You Exodan?’

‘I mean ...” Wasn’t everybody, at one point
or another? ‘Like way, way back. [ I don’t
know what ship, or anything. I’ve never

been.’

Shani shrugged. ‘Still counts. Wanna come

sit with us?’
Sawyer blinked. ‘Thanks, but —’

‘There’ll be jobs tomorrow,” Shani said. ‘I’'m

not worrying about it, and neither should you.

We’ll both land on our feet, yeah? Things

work out.’

Over Shani’s shoulder, Sawyer could see
other people joining Grandma Brenner on the
ground. Some were weeping. Some held
hands, or passed a flask around. Some were
speaking in unison, almost like a chant, but
he could only catch a few words. His Ensk
was scattershot at best. Shani smiled at
Sawyer. ‘Up to you,’ she said as she walked
away. She, too, sat on the ground, and held

her grandmother close.

Sawyer palcem naznacil smér k ulici.
»Nejdes na namesti?* Shani zavrtéla hlavou.
,Dneska ne.“ Kyvla smérem k sose. ,,To je

moje babca. Slysels o Oxomocu?*
,» 10 je ten osadnik co...*

,J0. Narodila se tam. Sem pfisla v sedmi,
ale stejné. Kofeny, chapes.“ Shani si ho

pozorn¢ prohlédla. ,,Jse§ Exodan?*

»Ja...“ Nebyli vSichni jednou Exodané?
,,Jakoze hodné hodné davno. Nevim jaka

lod’, nebo tak. J& tam nikdy nebyl.*

Shani pokr¢ila rameny. ,,To staci. Sednes si

s ndma?*
Sawyer zamrkal. ,,Diky, ale ja...*

,Prace bude 1 zejtra,” mavla rukou Shani.
,» Toho se nebojim a ty bys taky nemél.

Budem oba v pohodg&, ne? N&jak bude.*

Pfes Shanino rameno Sawyer vidél, jak se
k babce Brenner ptidavaji ostatni a sedaji si
k ni na zem. N¢&kteti plakali. Néktefi se
drzeli za ruce, nebo si podavali placatku.
Nekteti cosi recitovali, spolecné,
jednohlasné. Rozumél z toho jen par
slovliim, jeho Anstina by potiebovala

pofadné oprasit.

Shani se usmala. ,,Je to na tobé¢, fekla
a otocila se od né&j. Také se pridala

k sedicimu hloucku a chytla babc¢u za ruku.

Sawyer se neptidal, ale ani neodesel. Nemé¢l

zadny davod tu zustat, ale pfesto... presto.
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Sawyer did not join them, but neither did he
turn back. There was no reason for him to
stay, and yet ... and yet. He imagined the
jam-packed frenzy that awaited him at the
commerce square, the lines of eager people
desperate to impress. It was the antithesis of
the scene in front of him, this quiet mourning,
this shared respect. The idea of joining them
felt awkward. He didn’t want to intrude. He
wasn’t one of them, didn’t belong there. But
as he watched them share tears and songs and
company, he wished that he did. He didn’t
have anything he was a part of like that. Even
in grief, it looked like a nice thing to have.

Maybe especially in grief.

He thought, as he rode the tram to the square,
of the recited words he’d managed to make
out. They circled his mind, over and over as
he watched crowded neighbourhoods blur

through mouldy windows.

SAWYER

He stood at the railing outside the dockside
bioscans, luggage in hand, breathing in the
recycled air. It was different than the air he
knew, for sure. It wasn’t what he’d call good
air, not like what you’d get around a forest or
a field. There was a slight metallic edge to it,
and though the walkways were lined with
healthy planters exhaling oxygen back his
way, something about each breath just felt
artificial. There was no wind here, no rain.

The air moved because Humans told it to,

Predstavil si chaos a bzukot pteplnéného
obchodniho namésti, ty zastupy lidi bez
prace, snazici se udélat dojem. Byl to
naprosty opak scény pied nim, tiché¢ho
smutku a vzpominani, sdileného respektu.
Ptipadal by si hloupé, kdyby se ptidal.
Nechtél je rusit. Nebyl jednim z nich

a nepatfil mezi n€. Ale kdyz vidél, jak
sdileji své slzy, pisnéspolecné se modli

a teési se ze vzajemné pritomnosti, pral si,
aby patfil. Nemél nic, ¢eho by byl soucasti,
jako tihle lidé. I kdyZ smutnili, vypadalo to,
ze je hezké néco takového mit. A mozna to
bylo prave proto, ze smutnili.

Kdyz sedé¢l ve vlaku, ptemyslel o téch
slovech, kterym v jejich basnich porozumeél.
Opakovala se, krouzila v jeho mysli, kdyz

pozoroval venkovni shon pies okna pokryta
plisni.

SAWYER

Stal u zébradli doku pted bioskeny, v rukou
drzel sva zavazadla a dychal recyklovyny
vzduch. Byl to jiny vzduch, nez znal, to
bylo jasné. Neiekl by o ném, zZe je dobry, ne
jako ten vzduch, ktery znal z prochazek po
lesich a polich. Citli v ném jakousi kovovou
stopu, a 1 kdyz chodby byly lemované
kvétinaci, ze kterych vychazel cerstvy
kyslik, vzduch prosté ptisobil jaksi umé¢le.

Nebyl tu vitr, nebyl tu dést’. Vzduch se tu
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and maybe in that, it had lost something

along the way.

But Sawyer smiled. Different was what he
was after, and everything he’d encountered in
the twenty minutes since coming aboard was
as different as could be. What struck him was
the practicality of the architecture, the intense
economy. On Mushtullo, people embellished.
There were mouldings on the tops of walls.
Roofs twisted and fences spiralled. Even the
ships were filigreed. Not here. Nothing in the
foundation of this vessel had been wasted on

sentiment.

But while the ship’s skeleton was simple, the
people within had spent centuries fleshing it
out. The metal walls were disguised with
inviting paint: warm tan, soft orange, living
green. On his way to the railing, he’d come
upon an enormous mural that had stopped
him in his tracks. He’d stood for a minute
there, as other travellers split their busy
stream around him. The mural was vibrant,
almost gaudy, a spree of colour and curves
depicting dancing Exodans with a benignly
burning sun beneath their feet and a starry
sky above. Myriad professions were on
display — a farmer, a doctor, a tech,

a musician, a pilot, a teacher leading children.
It was an ordinary sort of theme, and yet
there was something about it — the lack of
actual ground, perhaps, or something in the

sweeping style — that was undeniably foreign.

pohyboval tak, jak chtéli lidé, a tim mozna

ztratil néco ze své osobitosti.

Ale Sawyer se usmival. PfiSel sem, protoze
touzil po zméné, a vSechno, co za téch
dvacet minut zatim vidél, rozhodn€ zména
byla. Co ho udivilo byla prakti¢nost vS§eho
kolem, ta uspornost. Na Mushtullu byl
zvykly na dekorace. Zdi byly opatiené
fimsami, stfechy a ploty byly zohybané

a vytvarované do rozli¢nych tvart, i lodé¢
byly vySperkované a do detailu vyladéné.
Ale tady ne. Nic z toho, co okolo sebe vid¢l,
tu nebylo pouze pro okrasu, ze sentimentu.
Ale zatimco architektura lodi byla stroha,

s interiérem si jeho obyvatelé za nékolik
staleti vyhrali. Kovové zdi byly barevné
natfené, at’ uz teplym odstinem hnédé,
jemnymi tony oranzové, nebo svézi zelenou.
Cestou k zabradli dokonce narazil na
nasténnou malbu, ktera ho donutila se
zastavit. Stravil pfed ni nékolik minut

a nevsimal si spéchajiciho davu, ktery ho
obklopoval. Malba byla plna Zivota, az
ktiklava paleta barev a kiivek zobrazujici
tancici skupinku Exodant. Pod jejich
nohama plalo mirné slunce a nad hlavami se
jim rozprostiralo hvézdné nebe. Byla tam
vykreslena $iroka Skala povolani — farmat,
doktor, technicka, hudebnice, pilot, ucitel

s détmi. Téma kresby nebylo ni¢im
vyjimecné, ale ptesto na ni bylo néco, co
Sawyera zaujalo. Snad to bylo tim, Ze se

tancici skupina voln¢ vznasela v prostoru
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You’d never see a mural like that on

Mushtullo.

Sawyer let his reality sink in: he was in the
Fleet. The Fleet! He was finally, actually
there, not just reading reference files or
pestering elderly folks for any scraps they
could remember about what their parents had
told them about the ships they’d left behind.
He’d made it. He’d made it, and now,

everything was right there for him to explore.

There were no other species in the crowd,
and it left him both giddy and jarred. The
only times he’d seen anything close to this
many Humans in one place was on holidays
or at parties, and even then, you’d be sure to
see other sapients in the mix. There’d been
merchants from elsewhere on the transport
with him, but as soon as they reached

a branching sign that read Cargo Bays on the
right and Central Plaza on the left, all the

scales and claws went right.

Everyone around him now had two hands,
two feet, soft skin, hairy heads. He’d never
blended into a public group like this, and yet,
he felt like he stuck out more than he ever

had.

Sawyer had thought perhaps some part of
him would recognise this place, that he’d feel
himself reversing the steps his great-great-
grandparents had taken. He’d read accounts
of other grounders visiting the Fleet. They’d

written about how connected they felt to their

bez jakéhokoli naznaku podlahy, nebo snad
osobitym stylem, kterym byla provedena,
ale ¢im déle se na ni dival, tim cizejSi mu
piipadala. Takovou malbu byste na

Mushtullu hledali marné.

Sawyerovi zacalo dochazet, jaka je realita.
Byl ve Flotile. Ve Flotile! Konecné byl
doopravdy tady, po tolika letech ¢teni spist
a slozek a premlouvani pamétnikti, aby mu
vypravéli, co jim vypravéli jejich rodice

a prarodice o Zivot¢ mezi hvézdami.
Dokaézal to. Dokézal to a pted nim se oteviel
uplné novy svét, ktery ¢ekal na

prozkoumani.

V davu nebyli pfislusnici zddného jiného
druhu, a to ho ptekvapovalo

1 znepokojovalo. Jediné pfileZitosti, kdy
vidél tolik lidi pohromadg¢, byly vecirky

a dovolené, a i tam se vyskytovaly ostatni
rasy. Obchodnici z riiznych planet s nim
sdileli transportér, ale hned jak se napravo
objevil napis Nakladovy prostor a nalevo
Hlavni namésti, v§ichni zmizeli do praveé
chodby. Ted méli vSichni kolem ného dvé
ruce, dve nohy, mékkou kizi a zarostlé
hlavy. Jesté nikdy v Zivoté do Zadné
skupiny nezapadal jako pravée ted’, ale

zéaroven se nikdy necitil tak vyc¢lenény.

Myslel si, ze se mu chodby budou zdat
povédomé, ze se bude doopravdy citit, jako
by se vracel po stopach svych prapiedki.

Cetl ¢lanky od ostatnich zemstant, kteii
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ancestors, how they felt immediate kinship
with the people there. Sawyer hadn’t felt that
yet, and part of him was a touch
disappointed. But no matter. He’d been there
for all of twenty minutes, and the only person
he’d talked to was the patch scan attendant.
So far, he’d dipped a toe in the water. It was

time to dive in.

He took an elevator down to the market floor,
an expansive grid of shop fronts and service
centres. It wasn’t like other marketplaces
he’d been to, where everything sprawled and
piled as if it were alive. The Fleet, as he’d
read and as had already proven true, was

a place of orderly geometry. Every corner
had been considered, measured, and
considered again. Space efficiency was the
top order of business, so the original
architects had provided future generations of
shopkeepers with defined lots that could be
assigned and repurposed as needed. The end
result was, on the surface, the tidiest trading
hub Sawyer had ever seen. But once he got
past the neat exteriors, the underlying
business was bewildering. Dozens of signs,
dozens of displays, hundreds of customers,

and he had no idea where anything was.

He eyed the places that served food — all
open-air (if that was the right term to use
inside a ship), with shared eating tables
corralled behind the waist-high metal walls
that defined each lot’s edges. Sawyer found

himself drawn toward a cheery, clean cafe

vstoupili do Flotily. Psali o tom, jak silné
citili spojeni se svymi ptedky, jak se mezi
Exodany okamzit¢ citili jako doma. Sawyer
nic takového zatim necitil a byl z toho
trochu zklamany. Ale to nevadi. Byl tu
zatim dvacet minut a jediny ¢lovék, se
kterym mluvil, byla asistentka u skenu.
Zatim nestihl vic nez smocit si palec u nohy.

Ted’ byl ¢as se ponofit.

Vytahem sjel na obchodni patro, kde se
nachazelo nepfeberné mnozstvi obchtdkt

a servisnich center. Viibec to tu
nepifipominalo trhy, které znal, kde byl ruch
a neustalé hemzeni lidi vyvolavalo dojem,
ze celé misto Zije. Flotila, jak uz ostatné
davno vycetl, bylo misto potadku,
geometrie. Kazdy roh byl na milimetr
zméten a vypocitan, aby bylo dosazeno
maximalni efektivity. Efektivita byla ostatné
na vrcholku zdejSiho Zebticku hodnot, takze
vesmirni architekti navrhli trzisté, ve kterém
si kazdy obchodnik z pozdéjSich generaci
mohl sviij koutek upravit podle svého.
Kone¢nym vysledkem bylo to
nejusporadané;si trziste, které Sawyer kdy
vidél. Ale kdyZ odhlédl od upraveného
zevnéjsku, obchody, které v ném probihaly,
byly ohromujici. Desitky napisti a poutact,

stovky zakaznikl a on netusil, kam se vydat.

Pozoroval mista, kde se prodavalo jidlo —
vSecha byla oteviena do prostoru (jestli se to
tak dalo fici, kdyz byla zaviend ve vesmirné

lodi), a mezi asi metr vysokymi zdmi, které
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called My Favourite. The menu posted
outside was in both Klip and Ensk, and the
fare was things he recognised — beansteak
skewers, hoppers, jam cakes. It looked like
a respectable spot for a nonthreatening meal.
Sawyer pointed his feet elsewhere. That was
a place meant for merchants and visitors.
Tourists. He wasn’t here to be a tourist. He

was after something real.

He spied another eatery of the same size and
shape. Jojo’s, the sign read. Or it would have,
if the pixels on the second j hadn’t been
twitching themselves nearly illegible. There
was no posted menu. The only other signage
displayed the hours of business, which were

in Ensk numerals and Ensk numerals only.

(Standard time, though. They only used Solar
for age, or so he’d been told.) Behind the
corral, some folks in algae-stained coveralls
wolfed down whatever was for lunch.

A group of five or six elderly folks were
arguing over a game taking place on an old

pixel board. Nobody had any luggage.
Perfect.

No one greeted Sawyer as he walked in. Few
looked up. There were two people behind the
counter: a wiry young man chopping
something, and an imposing middle-aged
woman peeling shells off steamed red coaster
bugs. The woman was absorbed in a loud vid
on a nearby projector — a Martian period

drama, it looked like. She cracked each shell

odd¢lovaly vymeéry jednotlivych stanki se
nachdzely sdilené stolky. Sawyera zaujala
vesela, Cista kavarna s ptihodnym jménem
Moje oblibenkyné. Menu, které viselo pred
vchodem bylo v kipstin€ i anstiné

a figurovala na ném i jidla, kterd poznaval.
Fazolové $pizy, kobylky, marmeladové
kolacky. Vypadalo to, ze by se tam Sawyer
mohl slusné a bezpecné najist. Sawyer se
ale otocil jinam. Tahle kavarna tu byla pro
obchodniky a névstévniky. Pro turisty. A on
tu jako turista nebyl, on touzil po nécem vic.
Vyhlédl si jinou jidelnu stejného tvaru

a velikosti, nad kterou se houpala cedule

s napisem Jojo’s. Nebo by to tak bylo,
kdyby pixely tvotici druhé j nestavkovaly

a svitily, jak mély. Nikde nevidél Zadnou
nabidku a na jediné ceduli, ktera na sténé
visela, byly vypsany oteviraci hodiny.
Pouze anstinou. (Ale standardniho ¢asu. Pro

vek pry pouzivali pozemsky ¢as).

Za zébradlim do sebe nekolik chlapikt

v overalech u$pinénych od fas hazelo
cokoli, co bylo zrovna dnes v nabidce. Asi
pet nebo Sest starSich lidi se dohadovalo

o hie, ktera se odehravala na obrazovce.

Nikdo nemél Zadna zavazadla.
Perfektni.

Kdyz Sawyer vstoupil, nikdo ho
nepozdravil. N&kolik lidi zvedlo hlavy. Za
pultem stéli dva lidé: kostnaty mladik, ktery

zrovna néco krajel, a impozantni starsi Zena,

24



segment with speedy precision, without so
much as a glance down at her work. Sawyer
had no real way of knowing, but he got the

unshakable sense that this was her place.

The woman gave a short, mocking laugh.
“This Solan shit,” she said in Ensk, shaking
her head at the projector. The vid music hit
a melodramatic crescendo as a character in
a clunky exosuit succumbed to a sandstorm.

‘Why does anybody watch this?’

“You watch it,” an old woman piped up from

the board game table.

‘It’s like a shipwreck,’ the shell-cracker

replied. ‘Once it starts, I can’t look away.’

The scene changed. A tearful group of
terraformers sat huddled in their dome. ‘This
damned planet,” one actor cried. He wasn’t
about to win any awards for this, but stars, he

was trying. ‘This damned planet!”’

‘This damned planet!” the woman repeated,
laughing again. Her eyes snapped over as she
noticed Sawyer at last. ‘Hey,” she said,

glancing at his bag. ‘What can I get ya?’

Sawyer walked up to the counter. He was
more or less fluent in Ensk, having crammed
Linking language lessons hard over the past
few years, but the only person he’d been able
to practise speaking with had been the lady at
the shoe shop back home, and her slang was

about twenty years out of date. He screwed

ktera vylupovala uvatené Cervené pobiezni
brouky ze skofapek. Zena byla naprosto
pohlcena hlasitym videm, které bézelo na
obrazovce — vypadalo to jako martanské
historické drama. Kazdého brouka zbavila
skorapky rychle, precizné a bez
sebemensiho pohledu. Sawyer o tomhle
misté nic nevveédél, ale mél tuSeni, Ze ta

Zena je jeho majitelkou.

Zena se posmésné uchechtla. ,, Tyhle
solansky sracky,“ prohlasila ansky

a zavrtéla hlavou, kdyZ na obrazovce
postava v neohrabaném skafandru podlehla

pisec¢né bouii. ,,Pro¢ na to viibec nékdo

kouka?*

,» Ly na to koukas, ozvala se star§i ddma od

herniho stolku.

»Je to chytlavy,* odpovédéla louskacka

broukt. ,,Jak to bézi, nemuzu se odtrhnout.

Na obrazovce se zménila scenerie a objevila
se zoufale vypadajici skupinka

terraformistd, kréici se v ukrytu.

,» Tahle zatracend planeta!* vykftikl jeden
z hercii. Jeho vykon mu asi zaddné ocenéni
nepfinese, ale u hvézd, alespoii se snazil.

,, Lahle zatracend planeta!*

,,Tahle zatracena planeta,* zopakovala Zena
za pultem a znovu se rozesmala. Zvedla o¢i
a konecn¢ si v§imla Sawyera. ,,Dobrej,*

pozdravila a jeji pohled upoutala jeho taSka.

,»Co s1.das?«
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up his courage, and asked: ‘Do you have

a menu?’

Every person in Jojo’s looked up. It took
Sawyer a moment to realise — accent. His
accent. He didn’t have the distinctive snap of
an Exodan, the silky smoothness of

a Martian, the muddle of someone who did

a lot of bouncing around. His face said

Human. His vowels said Harmagian.

The woman blinked. ‘No menu,’ she said.
She jerked a thumb back toward the wiry
man, still chopping away. ‘It’s ninth day.
That means we’ve got twice-round pickle on
a quickbun and red coaster stew. Only, we’re
out of red coaster stew.” Exoskeleton
crunched between her hands. ‘I gotta make

more, and that’s gonna be at least an hour.’

‘Okay,” Sawyer said. ‘I’ll have the other

b

one.
‘The pickle?’

“Yeah.’

‘You ever had twice-round pickle?’
Sawyer grinned. ‘Nope.’

The woman grinned back, but it wasn’t

a good grin, not the kind of grin that shook
hands with his own. This was a different
look, a look that knew something he didn’t.
Sawyer felt his mood slip a bit. He was pretty
sure the board game crew was still watching

him.

Sawyer dosel az k pultu. Ansky mluvil vice
méné plynule, poslednich par let poctive
projizdél vsechny mozné lekce na Spojich,
ale jedina osoba, se kterou si kdy mohl
cvicit mluveni, byla stard dama, kterd na
Mushtullu prodavala boty, a jeji slang byl
alespon dvacet let zastaraly. Sebral odvahu

a zeptal se: ,,Mate menu?*

VSichni hosté okamzité vzhlédli. Sawyer
chvili nechapal, ale pak mu to doslo —

prizvuk.

Jeho ptizvuk nemél typicky exodansky fiz,
mart’anskou jemnost, ani to nebyl mix vS§eho
mozného, ktery ziskali lidé, ktefi hodné
cestovali. Jeho tvar vypadala lidsky. Jeho

vyslovnost harmagiansky.

Zena zamrkala. ,,Z4dné menu,“ fekla
nakonec. Palcem ukazala smérem ke
kostnatému muzi, stale zabranému do
krajeni. ,,Je devaty den. To znamena, Ze
mame dvojitou rychlokvashousku nebo
duSené Cervenobiezniky. Ale
cervenobieznici dosli.* V rukou ji praskla
dalsi skotrapka. ,,Ud€lam novou varku, ale

bude to nejdiiv za hodinu.*

,Dobfte,“ fekl Sawyer. ,,Dam si to druhé.*
,Rychlokavasky?*

,,Jo.

,,M¢&ls nékdy dvojitou rychlokvasku?*

Sawyer se usmal. ,,Ne.*
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‘Okay,’ the woman said. ‘One pickle bun.

Comes with tea.’

It took him a second to realise she was asking
him a question. ‘Tea would be great.” She
searched for a mug by way of reply. Sawyer
took a chance, trying to coax more

conversation. ‘Are you Jojo?’

‘No,” the woman said flatly. ‘Jojo was my

b

mom.

‘And she was a lot nicer than this one,” an old

man with a pipe added from the back.

‘Ch,” the woman said, rolling her eyes. ‘You

only say that ’cause she slept with you once.’

‘I would’ve thought she was nice even if we

hadn’t.’

‘Yeah, well. She always was a sucker for

ugly things.’

The board game crew cracked up — the old
man in particular — and the woman grinned,
a real grin this time. She filled a mug from

a large decanter and set it on the counter as
the wiry man silently assembled Sawyer’s
lunch. Sawyer tried to see what was going
into what he’d just ordered, but the man’s
body blocked his view. Something was
chopped, something was ladled, a few bottles
were shaken. Twice-round pickle looked ...

involved.

The woman stared at Sawyer. ‘Oh,’ he said,

understanding. He hadn’t paid. He pushed

Zena se také usmala, ale nebyl to ten dobry

druh usmévu, takovy, ktery by ¢loveéka
uklidnil nebo mu zlepsil naladu. Tohle byl
usmev typu ,vim néco, co ty ne.*
Sawyerovo poc¢atecni nadSeni trochu
opadlo. Byl si celkem jisty, ze skupina od

herniho stolku ho stale pozoruje.

»Fajn,“ kyvla zena. ,,Jedna

rychlokvashouska. K tomu ¢aj.*

Chvilku trvalo, nez mu doslo, Ze to byla
otazka. ,,Caj si dam rad.“ Zena misto
odpovédi sahla pro hrnek. Sawyer vycitil
prilezitost rozvést dalsi konverzaci. ,,Jste

Jojo?*

,»Ne, fekla bez jakychkoli emoci. ,,Jojo

byla moje mama.*

,»A byla mnohem milej$i nez tahle,*

prohlésil z rohu muz s dymkou.

,» 18s,” protocila panenky. ,,To fikas jen

proto, Ze se s tebou jednou vyspala.*
»Myslel bych si to 1 kdyby to neudé¢lala.*

,»J0, jasné&. No, vzdycky méla slabost pro
osklivy véci.*

Herni skupinka se rozesmala — muz

s dymkou obzvlast’ hlasit¢ — a Zena se
zakfienila, tentokrat doopravdy. Naplnila
hrnek tekutinou z velké karafy a postavila
ho na pult. Kostnaty kuchat mezitim
pfipravoval Sawyertiv obéd. Sawyer se

naklanél, aby vid¢l, z ¢eho se jeho
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back his wristwrap. ‘Where should I, ah ...’

He looked around for a scanner.

The woman pursed her lips. ‘Don’t take

creds,’ she said.

Sawyer was elated. He’d heard about this —
Exodan merchants who operated on barter
and barter only. But there was a problem: that
was as far as his knowledge of the practice
went, and he didn’t know what the protocol
was. He waited for her to suggest an
acceptable trade. Nothing came. “What would
be good?’ he asked.

Another short laugh, like the one the
sandstorm victim received. ‘I dunno. I dunno

what you’ve got.’

Sawyer thought. He’d only brought one bag
of essentials and didn’t have much he was
willing to part with, not for the sake of

a sandwich. He scolded himself for not
planning for this with a bag of circuit chips or
something. ‘Do you need some help in the

kitchen? I could wash dishes.’

Now everyone laughed. Sawyer had no idea
what the joke was, but he was starting to
wonder if the tourist cafe would’ve been the

better option.

The woman leaned against the counter.

‘Where are you from?’
‘Mushtullo.’

‘What now?’

objednavka sklada, ale pres kuchate nic
nevide€l. Poznal, ze néco kraji, pak néco
nabiral sbérackou a protiepal nékolik lahvi.
Dvojita rychlokvashouska ziejmé

vyzadovala... nasazeni.

Zena za pultem na Sawyera netrpélivé
zirala. ,,Aha, fekl, kdyz pochopil. Jesté
nezaplatil. Stiskl svlij naramek. ,,Kde
mam...“ rozhlédl se po skeneru. Zena

stiskla rty. ,,Neberem kredy.*

Sawyer byl nadSeny. O tomhle slysel —
exodanské obchody byly zalozené vyhradné
na smén¢. Vice se bohuzel nikde nedocetl

a neveédél, jak takovy obchod vypada

v praxi. Cekal, aZ Zena navrhne vhodnou
protisluzbu. Nedockal se. ,,Co by bylo

pfijatelné?* zaptal se nakonec.

Odpovedi mu bylo dalsi uchechtnuti, stejné
jako pfi scéné s piseCnou bouii. ,,Nevim.

Nevim, co mas.*

Sawyer se zamyslel. S sebou si pfinesl jen
tasSku plnou nezbytnosti a nemé¢l s sebou nic,
¢eho by se byl ochotny vzdat za sendvic.

V duchu si vynadal, Ze se na takovou situaci
nepfipravil a nevzal s sebou tfeba baleni
obvodovych Cipt. ,,Nepotiebujete pomoci

v kuchyni? Mohl bych tfeba myt nadobi.*

Ted’ se rozesmali vSichni. Sawyer netusil,
co jim pfislo tak vtipné, ale zacinal litovat,

ze nezkusil radéji to turistické bistro.

Zena se naklonila ptes pult. ,,Odkud jsi?*
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‘Mushtullo.” No response. ‘Central space.’

She raised her eyebrows. ‘Huh. You got

family here?’

‘No,” Sawyer said. ‘But my family came

from here.’

‘Oh,’ the woman said, as if she understood
everything now. ‘I see. Okay. You got

a place to stay?’
‘I figured I’d sort that out once I got here.’

‘Oh boy,’ the woman said under her breath.
The wiry man handed her a plate, which she
pushed across the counter. ‘Here. On the

house. The food of your ancestors.’
‘Wow, you sure?’ Sawyer said.
‘Well, now I’m not.’

‘Sorry, um ... thank you.” He took both plate
and mug. ‘That’s really kind.’

The woman resumed her shell cracking
without another word. Sawyer looked around,
hoping one of the groups might wave him
over. None did. The algaeists were stacking
up their thoroughly cleaned dishes, and the
old folks had resumed their board game.
Sawyer dropped his bag in an empty chair
and sat in another alongside it. He studied his
food — a large mound of wet, shredded
vegetables, piled on top of two halves of

a nondescript bun, dressed with whatever
Jojo’s daughter’s assistant had dashed on top

of it. He lifted one of the halves. It leaked,

,,»Z Mushtulla.*

,»Coze?*

., Mushtullo.“ Zadna odpovéd'. ,,Ze Stiedu.*
Zvedla oboci. ,,Aha. Mas tam rodinu?*

,»Ne, zavrtél hlavou. ,,Ale moje rodina

pochézela odsud.*

,»Aha, fekla Zena, jako by ji uz vsechno
bylo jasné. ,,Jasny. Chapu. Mas kde
bydlet?*

,Doufal jsem, ze to vyiesim, az se sem

dostanu.

»Pani, zamumlala si pro sebe. Postavila
pted né;j talif, ktery ji podal kostnaty muz.
,»lady. Na mé. Jidlo tvejch predka.*

,»Pani, jste si jista?* zeptal se prekvapen¢

Sawyer.
,No ted’ uz ne.”

»Promiiite, no... dékuji.* Vzal si talif

1 hrnek. ,, To je moc milé.*

Zena se beze slova vratila k louskani
brouktl. Sawyer se rozhlédl a doufal, ze ho
nékterd ze skupinek pozve ke svému stolu.
Nikdo to neudélal. Ti od tas skladali
kominek ze svych peclivé vycisténych taliti
a skupinka starSich lidi se vratila ke hte.
Sawyer hodil svou tasku na jednu

z prazdnych Zidli a posadil se. Prohlédl si

svlyj obéd — byla to velkd hromada mokré
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sending purple liquid running down his
forearm. He paused before opening his
mouth. There was a smell, fetid and sharp,
maybe a bit fishy. He thought of the other
customers, chowing down with satisfaction.
He took a bite. His throat tightened, his
sinuses shot open, and his bravery died. The
stuff tasted exactly as it smelled, only now it
was inescapable, mingling with a bitter, tangy
undercurrent he wasn’t sure he wanted to
identify. He couldn’t taste the bread, but
despite the sour liquid now dripping all over
his hands, the texture was distractingly dry.
The pickle didn’t crunch, as he’d expected. It

just softly surrendered.

It was, without a doubt, the worst thing he’d

ever eaten.

Okay, he thought. This is okay. It’s an
adventure. Not the start he’d been hoping for,
but it was a start, and that was something. He
forced another bite of pickle, washing it
down with a huge swig of tea (the tea, at
least, was good). There was no way he wasn’t
going to finish his meal. This was a test. The
locals were watching, his ancestors were
watching, everybody back home who thought
this plan of his was bonkers was watching.
He would clean his plate, and find a place to

stay, and everything would be great.

Sawyer heard the woman laugh again. He
thought for a moment it was directed at him,

but no. Another Martian terraformer had died.

nakrajené zeleniny nasklddana na jakési

rozpulené housce, polita blize neuréenym

dresinkem. Jednu ptlku zvedl. Zelenina
prosakovala a jemu zacal po ruce stékat
praminek fialové tekutiny. Zarazil se.

Z housky Sel jakysi smrad, nepfijemny,
ostry a mozna s naznakem rybiny.
Vzpomnél si na ostatni zdkazniky, jak do
sebe tuhle pochoutku s radosti ladovali.
Kousl si. Okamzité se mu sevrel krk, dutiny
se oteviely a jeho odhodlani se vytratilo.
Obéd chutnal presné tak jako smrd¢l, akorat
ted’ uz tomu nemohl uniknout

a k celkovému prozitku se ptidal jeste
nahotkly a nakysly ton, ktery nebyl schopny
identifikovat. Pe¢ivo viibec necitil a ptes
vSechnu tekutinu, ktera mu ted’ tekla po
obou rukach, byla vyslednéd smés
neuveétitelné suchd. Rychlokvaska vibec
nekiupala, jak si pfedstavoval. Prosté se

naprosto poddala.

Bylo to bezkonkurenéné to nejhorsi jidlo,

které kdy jedl.

Dobfe, pomyslel si. Je to v pohodé¢. Je to
dobrodruzstvi. Nebyl to sice takovy zacatek,
jaky si pfedstavoval, ale zacatek to byl.
Ptinutil se kousnout si podruhé a sousto
rychle splachl lokem caje (alesporii ten byl
dobry). Rozhodné nehodlal vstat od stolu,
dokud s jidlem neskon¢i. Byl to test. Mistni
ho pozorovali, jeho pfedkové ho pozorovali,

vSichni, kdo ho na Mushtullu od jeho planu
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KIP

Lunch breaks were the best part of Kip’s day.
No teachers, no job trials, no parents.
Nothing that needed doing or that he might
screw up. Kip savoured every second. This
was his time, and he always did the same
thing with it: get a choko and a hopper at
Grub Grub, park himself on the bench facing
the oxygen garden, and try to stretch out his
brief bit of freedom as long as possible.
Chane in biology class said Sianat Pairs
could slow time with their brains, and Kip
didn’t think that was true, but if it was, he’d
seriously trade an arm or something if it
meant he could do that. Both arms, maybe.
Maybe even his eyes. Okay, not his eyes. But
limbs, definitely.

Somebody jumped him from behind, pulling
his shirt up over the back of his head. ‘Tek

tem, fucko!’

Kip had his shirt back down and a hand
swinging before he could get a look at where
it would land. Not a mean fist or anything —

he’d never punched anybody for reals. Just

odrazovali a nazyvali ho bldznem, ho ted’
pozorovali. Doji sviij obéd, najde si misto

na prespani a vSechno bude v potadku.

Sawyer zaslechl Zenin smich. V prvnim
okamziku si myslel, Ze je mifeny na ngj, ale
nebyl. To jen na obrazovce zemfel dalsi

martansky terraformista.

KIP

Pauza na obéd byvala pro Kipa nejlepsi
&asti dne. Zadni ugitelé, zadné praxe, zadni
rodiCe. Nemusel nic dé€lat a nemusel se bat,
ze néco pokazi. Uzival si kazdou vtetinu té
svobody. Byl to Cas, ktery mél jen pro sebe
a pokazdé ho vyuzil Gplné stejné: dal si
¢oko a kobylku v Grub Grubu, posadil se na
lavicku v kyslikové zahradé a snazil se, aby
jeho chvile volnosti trvala co mozna
nejdéle. Chane na hodiné biologie tvrdil, Ze
sianatské pary dokaZou zpomalit ¢as. Kip
tomu moc nevéftil, ale kdyby to byla pravda,
klidné by za takovou schopnost obé&toval
vlastni ruku nebo nohu. MoZna oboji.

A tfeba 1 o¢i. Dobfe, o¢i ne. Ale koncetiny

rozhodné.

Nékdo k nému zezadu pfiskocil a pretahl

mu triko pfes hlavu. ,,Tek tem, sraci!*

Kip si tricko stahl zpatky a bez mifeni se
rozehnal po Uto¢nikovi. Ne pésti nebo tak —
nikdy nikoho doopravdy neprastil. M¢l to
byt jen lehky policek, ne dost silny, aby

bolel nebo dokonce zpiisobil modiinu.
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a soft slap that wouldn’t even hurt, much less

bruise.

His hand landed in Ras’ ribs. Ras shoved the
slap away with one hand and grabbed for
Kip’s choko with the other. ‘Gimme.’

‘Dosh,’ said Kip, stretching his drink out of
reach. ‘Fuck off.” In one fast move, he

reached out and mussed Ras’ hair.

Ras withdrew at that, as he always did. ‘Aw,
come on,’” he said, combing away the
minimal damage with his fingers. ‘Uncalled

2

for.

Kip chuckled into his drink, scrunching his
eyes tight. He wiped his hand on his pants,
trying to get rid of the hair glue remnants
he’d picked up. Ras always put too much shit

in his hair.

The scuffle ended as fast as it had started. He
and his friend sat in an easy slump, watching
the crowd for the unlikely chance of
something interesting happening. Kip passed
the choko bottle to Ras. Ras took a long pull
of the sweet fizz and passed it back. It was a
rhythm they fell into without any thought.
There’d been a lot of shared snacks over the
years. That was what had eventually led to
them getting assigned work day and school
day schedules that didn’t overlap — too many
passed-between packs of cake bites in class.

A persistent disruption to other students, M

Jeho ruka ptistala Rasovi na zebrech. Ras ji
odstr¢il a natahl se po Kipové ¢oku.

,Naval.*

,»Ani ndhodou," prohlasil Kip a ruku
s napojem odtahl co nejdal. ,,Naser si.“ Pak
jednim rychlym pohybem znovu natéhl ruku

a pocCechral Rasovy vlasy.

Po tomhle se Ras vzdal, jak vzdycky. ,,Ale
no tak,” zamumlal a zacal napravovat
minimalni poSkozeni svého ucesu. ,,To jsem

si nezaslouzil.«

Kip se zasmal do svého kelimku. Ottel si
ruku do kalhot a snazil se zbavit zbytkl
gelu, ktery mu na ni ztstal. Ras neznal miru,
kdyz pfislo na to, co vSechno si patlal do

vlasu.

Tahanice skoncila pravé tak rychle, jako
zacala. Oba kamaradi se posadili vedle sebe
na lavicku a pozorovali dav, jestli se nestane
néco zajimavého. Kip podal Rasovi sviij
kelimek Coka. Ras se sladkého kakaa dlouze
napil a podal ho Kipovi zpét. Bylo to tplné
automatické. Za roky, co se znali, uz spolu
sdileli spousty svacin. To byl koneckoncti
davod, pro¢ uz neméli zddné spolecné
hodiny ve Skole — v&Ené posilani
nakousanych sladkosti. M Rebane jim fikala
,konstantni rozptyleni pro ostatni studenty.*
No nic. Alespoit méli potad pauzu na obéd

ve stejnou dobu.
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Rebane had called him and Ras. Whatever.
At least they still had lunch at the same time.

‘You know Amira, at the tech shop?’ Ras

said.

‘Yeah.’

‘I think she likes me.’

Kip almost got choko up his nose. ‘Okay.’

‘Seriously,” Ras said. ‘I saw her looking at

2

me.

Kip kept laughing. ‘Okay.’

‘What? 1 did!’

‘Amira. From the tech shop.’

‘That’s what I said.’

‘She’s, like, twenty-five or something.’
‘So?’

‘So she probably just thought your hair looks

stupid and couldn’t stop staring.’

‘Remmet telli toh.” Ras cuffed him, but

grinned. ‘Your hair looks stupid.’

“Yeah,” Kip agreed. No argument there. Had
he combed it this morning? He couldn’t

remember.

The crowd went back and forth, back and
forth. Same faces, same patterns as every
other day. ‘What do you wanna do after

work?’ Ras asked.

‘Don’t you have history this afternoon?’

»Znas Amiru v technickym obchodé?*
zaptal se Ras.

,»J0.%

»Ast se ji libim.*

Kipovi zaskocilo ¢oko. ,,Jasn¢.*

,Fakt,*“ prohlasil Ras. ,,Vid¢€l jsem, jak se na

me diva.”

Kip se rozesmal. ,,Jasné.*

,Co? Fakticky!*

»Amira. Z technickyho obchodu.*
»Slysels dobte.*

,»Je ji tak petadvacet nebo kolik.*
,,No a?“

,»Lakze spi§ nemohla uvéfit tomu, ze by si
nc¢kdo dobrovolné placal na hlavu tolik gelu

a nemohla na to pfestat zirat.*

,,Remmet telli toh,* utnul ho Ras, ale zasmal

se. ,,T'voje vlasy vypadaji hit.*

,»J0, souhlasil Kip. Nemohl protestovat.

Ucesal se viibec rano? Nevzpominal si.

Dav se pieléval tam a zpét. Stejny vzor
a stejné tvate jako vcera nebo kterykoli jiny
den. ,,Co chces d¢lat po praci?* zeptal se

Ras.

»INemas odpoledne historii?* Ras zavrtél

hlavou s vyrazem, ktery fikal, Ze historii
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Ras shook his head with an expression that
said he did have that class lined up, but there
was no chance of him being there for it.

‘Wanna go to the hub?’

‘Nah,” Kip said. There weren’t any new sims
out, and they’d played all the ones worth
playing. Ras was always down for Battle

Wizards, but Kip was kind of sick of it.
‘Wanna go look at the new transport pods?’
‘We did that yesterday.’

‘So? They’re cool.’

Kip shrugged. New pods were the kind of
thing that were cool only when you’d never

seen them before.
‘Okay,’” Ras said. ‘What do you want to do?’
Kip shrugged again. ‘I dunno.’

Ras took ownership of the choko. “You have

a bad day or something?’

‘It was fine. M Santoso kind of just let me

hang out. Let me have mek during my shift.’
‘That’s cool.’

“Yeah,” Kip said, taking the choko back.
‘She’s all right.’

‘I dunno why you’re doing job trials anyway.

Exams are coming up.’

This was Ras’ grand plan, unchanged since
they were twelve: take the qualification

exams and get into university (the fastest

sice ma v rozvrhu ale rozhodné se tam

nechysta. ,,Chces jit do centra?*

,,Ani ne,” fekl Kip. Zadné nové simky
nevysly a vSechny, které za to staly, uz
davno dohrali. Ras by si vzdycky rad zahral

Bojové magy, ale Kipa uz to nudilo.
,»Chces se jit divat na nové transporty?“
,»lam jsme byli v€era.*

,»No a? Jsou super.*

Kip pokr¢il rameny. Nové transportni lodé
byly super, ale omrzely se, kdyz je ¢loveék

vidél uz po desaté.

»Fajn,* fekl Ras. ,,Tak co chces délat?*
Kip znovu pokr€il rameny. ,,Nevim.*

Ras mu sebral coko. ,,Blbej den nebo co?*

»Ne, v pohodé. M Santoso mé nechala se

flakat. Mohl jsem si i pfi sméné€ dat mok.*
,»10 je bezva.*

40, fekl Kip a vzal si kelimek zpatky. ,,Je
v pohodé&.*

»Stejne nechapu, pro¢ chodis po praxich.

Blizi se zkousky.*

To byl Rastv velky plan uz od doby, kdy
jim bylo dvanact. Udé€lat piijimaci zkousky
a dostat se na univerzitu — jinymi slovy,
vypadnout z Flotily tak rychle, jak je
mozné. Ve Flotile ho nec¢ekalo nic jiného

nez lekce obchodu a nékolik uéebnich
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ticket out of the Fleet — all there was at home
were trade classes and apprenticeships). After
that, get a cool job, get on a big ship, and
make lots of creds. That was as good of

a plan as any for Kip — and more than he’d
ever been able to come up with on his own —
but he wasn’t as sure as Ras that he’d be able

to come along.

‘When I don’t pass, I’'m gonna need a job,’

Kip said.

“You’ll pass,” Ras said.
‘I suck at tests.’
‘Everyone sucks at tests.’
“You don’t suck at tests.’

Ras didn’t say anything, because he didn’t
suck at tests, just like he wasn’t doing job
trials because he knew he wouldn’t need
them. When Ras said he was gonna do

a thing, the thing happened. Sometimes Kip
was jealous of that. He wished he could be
more like Ras. Ras always knew what to say,
what to do, what was happening. Kip was
real glad they were friends, but sometimes he
didn’t know what Ras got out of the

arrangement.

‘Hey, M Aksoy,’ Ras called out. The grocery
seller was walking past them, followed by an

autocart carrying ...? ‘What is that?’

oborii. Kdyby odesel pry¢, po univerzité by
si mohl sehnat skvélou praci a vydélavat
spoustu kredii. Pro Kipa to nebyl Spatny
plan, rozhodné¢ lepsi, nez cokoli, co zvladl
vymyslet sdm, ale nebyl si tak jisty jako

Ras, ze to zvladne.

,,Kdyz je neudélam, budu si muset najit

praci,” vysvétlil.

,,Udelas, prohlasil Ras.
»Zkousky mi nejdou.*
»Zkousky nejdou nikomu.*
,»Tob¢ jo.*

Ras nefekl nic, protoze to byla pravda. Ve
zkouskach byl dobry a nechodil na praxe,
protoze si byl jisty, Ze zaméstnani ve Flotile
nebude potiebovat. A kdyzZ si Ras byl né¢im
jisty, stalo se to. To mu Kip obcas zavidél.
Pral si byt jako Ras. Ras vzdycky véd¢l, co
fict, co délat, co se déje. Kip byl moc rad, ze
jsou pratelé, ale nékdy premyslel, co z jejich

pratelstvi ma Ras.

,»Hald, P Aksoyi,* zavolal Ras, kdyz je
mijel mistni prodava¢ ndsledovany
automatickym vozitkem, na kterém bylo...?

,Co to je?*

P Aksoy se na né otocil, zastavil vozik
a mavnutim je pfivolal k sobé. ,,Pojd’te se

podivat.*

Kip a Ras se k nému pftiloudali. Mezi

obycejnymi krabicemi moku v prasku
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M Aksoy turned his head, gestured at the cart
to stop, and waved them toward him. ‘Come

on and see.’

Kip and Ras ambled over. Among the
recognisable boxes — mek powder, root sugar,
bottles of kick — there were three plex tanks
full of water, like jellyfish tanks. But
whatever was inside wasn’t jellyfish, no way.
They were long and wispy, covered in soft
spines. They shivered their way through the

water.

‘Special order from the Archives,” M Aksoy

said.

‘Are they pets or something?’ Ras asked.

‘Some kind of science thing?’
‘Nope,” M Aksoy said. ‘They’re called—’

‘Pokpok,’ Kip said, saying the word before
he realised he knew it.

Ras turned his head. ‘The hell’d you know
that?’

Kip had no idea. Something from when he
was little? Like something in a learning sim,
or a Linking book, or ... he couldn’t say.
He’d been a dork about that kind of stuff as
a kid, and it had been a long time since that
was his thing. But wherever pokpok had
come from, the dusty old memory remained
active. He could feel Ras looking at him,
though, so he just shrugged and didn’t say
anything about the bit where he was pretty

sure the swimming things were Harmagian

a kotfenového cukru a lahvemi kopu lezely
tfi plexové nadoby plné vody, podobné
nadrzim na meduzy. Ale to, co plavalo
uvnitt, rozhodné nebyly meduzy. Tyhle véci
bylo dlouhé a tenké, pokryté mekkymi
ostny. Ttaslavym pohybem se pohybovaly

po nadrzich.

»Specialni objednavka z Archivi,* vysvétlil

P Aksoy.

,» 10 maji byt jako mazlicci?* zeptal se Ras.

,»Nebo néco na vyzkum?“
»Ne,“ fekl P Aksoy. ,, Jmenuji se-*

»Pokpok,* vyhrkl Kip diive, nez si viibec

uvédomil, Ze to vi.

Ras se na n&j ptekvapené otocil. ,,Jak to

sakra vi§?“

Kip netusil. Znal je snad z détstvi? Mozna je
vidé€l v n¢jaké nau¢né simce nebo v knize na
Spojich, nebo... nevédel. Kdyz byl maly,
takové véci ho zajimaly, ale to uz bylo
hodné dlouho. Ale at’ uZ znal pokpoky
odkudkoli, néjakym zplisobem mu uvizli

v paméti. Citil, ze ho Ras zvédave pozoruje,
tak jen pokr¢il rameny a nevyslovil svoji
doménku, Ze ty plovouci véci jsou jidlo pro
harmagiany. Ras byl vazné chytry a Kip se
nechtél ztrapnit tim, Ze by fekl n¢jakou

hloupost.

,»Mas pravdu, pokpok,* potvrdil P Aksoy.

,»Za P Itoh ma pfijet host, harmagian.
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food. Ras was real smart, and Kip didn’t want

to look stupid by saying something wrong.

“You’re right, pokpok,” M Aksoy said. ‘M
Itoh has a Harmagian guest arriving today.
These, apparently, are one of their favourite

things to eat.’

Kip watched the pokpok wriggle around the
tank, looking like spiky snot brought to life.
He felt his nose pull into itself.

Ras mirrored his expression. ‘Do they fry

them or—’

The grocer’s eyes crinkled at the edges. ‘You

know, I don’t know if they cook them at all.’

Kip groaned with disgust. Ras looked at him.

‘Give you twenty creds if you eat one.’
‘You don’t have twenty creds.’

The grocer laughed. ‘One of these’d cost you
well more than twenty creds, and they’re not
for you anyway. But here.” He reached into
one of the crates on the cart, and pulled out
two snack bags. ‘Free sample, all the way

from the independent colonies.’

Kip accepted the bag and looked at the label.
The One and Only Fire Shrimp, it read in
Klip. There was another line that ended in the
word hot, but the word before it he didn’t
know. He pointed it out to Ras. They both
used Klip all the time, but Ras was super
good at it — real Klip, classroom Klip, not just

a few words stuck into Ensk like everybody

A tahle zvitatka jsou podle vSeho jejich

oblibena pochoutka.*

Kip pozoroval, jak se pokpokové zmitaji
v nddobach. Vypadali jako ozivlé hleny
s ostny. Kdyz si néco takového predstavil na

svém talifi, znechucené nakrcil nos.

Ras se zatvaril podobng. ,,To je smazi,

nebo-*

Prodavac zamrkal. ,,Vite, vlastné si nejsem
jisty, jestli je viitbec né&jak upravuji.*

»Fuj, prohlasil Kip. Ras se na né&j podival.

IY 66

,»Dam ti dvacet kredd, kdyz jednoho snis.
,,Nemas dvacet kredu.*

Prodavac se zasmal. ,,Jedna tahle véc stoji
mnohem vic nez dvacet kredii a kromé toho,
stejn€ nejsou pro vas. Ale tady mate.“ Sahl
do jedné z krabic a vytahl dva balicky
pochutin. ,,Vzorek zdarma, az z nezavislych

kolonii.*

Kip si bali¢ek vzal a podival se na etiketu.
obalu v klipsting. Pod tim byla dalsi véta,
ktera koncila slovem palivy, ale predchozi
slovo Kip neznal. Ukézal ho Rasovi.
Mluvili spolu klipsky v jednom kuse a Ras
byl vdzn€ dobry — i v realné klipsting, ne ze
by jen pouzival slova, ktera byla prevzata
do anstiny (jako to délal kazdy, komu
nebylo sto let). Ras se rozhodné€ dostane na

univerzitu.
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did (everybody who wasn’t old, anyway).

Ras was definitely going to university.

‘Soolat,” Ras read. ‘That’s like, uh ...

horribly.’

‘Devastatingly,” M Aksoy said. ‘That’s

a better translation. Devastatingly hot.

I don’t know if they’re any good, but if
you like them, you know where to trade for

more.” ‘Thanks, M,’ Ras said.
‘Yeah, thanks, M,’ said Kip.

The grocer gave them a nod and started back
on his way. ‘Hey, M,’ Ras called after him.
“You said the Harmagian’s gonna be at the

Archives?’

‘Far as [ know,” M Aksoy called back as he

disappeared into the crowd.

Ras looked at Kip. ‘Ever seen a Harmagian

before?’
Kip shook his head. ‘Just in sims.’
‘When you gotta be back at work?’

Kip shrugged. M Santoso hadn’t given him

a specific time that he needed to be back, and
given their conversation that morning, he
didn’t think she’d care too much if he was

gone a while.

‘Well, then, let’s go.” Ras headed for the

elevator to the transport deck.

Kip followed. Going all the way to the

Archives just to look at an alien seemed like

»Soolat,” precetl Ras. ,,To je jako, hm...

désné.“

,»Nesmirng,* fekl P Aksoy. ,,To je lepsi
preklad. Nesmirné palivé. Nevim, jestli je to
dobré¢, ale jestli ano, vite, kde koupit dalsi.

,Diky, P, fekl Ras.
,J0, diky, P, fekl Kip.

Prodavac jim pokyvl na pozdrav
a pokracoval v chizi. ,,Jo, P?* zavolal za
nim jesté Ras. ,,Rikal jste, ze v Archivech

bude néjakej harmagian?*

,»Pokud vim,* zavolal prodavac zpét

a zmizel v davu.

Ras se podival na Kipa. ,,UZ jsi n¢kdy vidél

harmagiana?*
Kip zavrtél hlavou. ,,Jenom v simkach.*
,,Kdy musi§ zpatky do prace?*

Kip pokr¢il rameny. P Santoso mu piesny
Cas nefekla a podle konverzace, kterou vedli
rdno, to nevypadalo, Ze by ji vadilo, kdyz se

trochu zpozdi.

,»No tak jdeme.* Ras vyrazil k vytahu na
transportni palubé. Kip ho nésledoval. Jit do
Archivil podivat se na mimozemstana se
zdalo jako hloupost, ale kdyZ se nad tim
zamyslel, skoro vSechno vypadalo jako
hloupost. A tohle byla alespont hloupost,
ktera se nastdva kazdy den. Povzdechl si.

Ras si toho v§iml. ,,Jo, ja vim, kdmo.*
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a stupid thing to do, but then, everything
seemed like a stupid thing to do, and at least
this stupid thing was a stupid thing that didn’t
happen every stupid day. He sighed.

Ras noticed. ‘Yeah, I know, man.” He shook
his head as they weaved through the crowd.
‘The Fleet sucks.’

ISABEL

Aliens did not make Isabel uncomfortable. In
her youth — a period of her life she was sure
her grandkids didn’t truly believe had taken
place — she’d spent three standards hopping
tunnels, crashing in spaceport hostels,
gobbling up every strange sky and unknown
city until homesickness finally won the day.
She’d bunked with a Laru for one leg of

a trip, become the drinking buddy of a quartet
of Aandrisks on another. That was a long
time ago, to be sure, but she’d had contact
with aliens since — merchants, mostly, when
she ordered something special for import. But
in recent years, she’d found herself in the
odd, delightful position of being a person of
interest to certain individuals from the Reskit
Institute of Interstellar Migration. The
Exodus Fleet had drifted back into academic
fashion, and, as the head archivist of the
Asteria, Isabel did not have to ask why they’d
sought her out. Every homesteader had its

Archives and archivists, but Isabel was the

Zavrtél hlavou a pokracoval v prodirani se

davem. ,Flotila je naprd.*

ISABELA

V blizkosti mimozemstanl se Isabela
necitila nesva. Kdyz byla mlada (a vétSina
jejich pravnoucat jisté nevérila, ze takova
doba existovala), stravila tfi roky
cestovanim tunely, pfespavanim v hotelich
ve vesmirnych pfistavech a s nadSenim
hltala v§e nezndmé a cizi, dokud se ji

konec¢né nezacalo styskat.

Na jednom ze svych vylett sdilela pokoj

s laru, na dal$im chodila po hospodach se
¢tvetici aandriskd. Jisté, uz to bylo davno,
ale 1 od té doby byvala v kontaktu

s mimozemstany — vétSinou s obchodniky,
kdyz si objednala né&jaké specidlni zboZi.
Ale v poslednich letech se dostala do
zvlastni pozice, kdy se o ni zacalo zajimat
nckolik lidi z Reskitského institutu
mezihvézdné migrace. Flotila Exodus se
dostala zpét do stfedu akademického zajmu
a Isabela jako hlavni pfedstavitelka
Asterijskych archivll byla prvni osoba,

kterou kontaktovali. Kazdy osadnik mél
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current oldest of her profession, and even

among aliens, that counted for something.

She was biased, of course, having worked in
the Archives for most of her adult life, but the
files she kept watch over were nothing short
of magic. The first Exodans had crammed
old-timey server racks full to bursting with
records of Earth and personal stories, and
every generation since had added to their
work. What is it you’re looking for? she
asked anyone who made the trip to the
spiralling chamber of data nodes (the server
racks had been retired well before her time).
Art? Literature? Family history? Earthen
history? Earthen life? Whatever topic you
needed, if Humans deemed it worth

remembering, the Archives kept it safe.

Her life spent in service to the past was why
she now found herself doing a rather-out-of-
the-ordinary task, something other than
helping students or doing node maintenance
or conducting record ceremonies. Today, she
was meeting with an alien, and as
transgalactic as her correspondence was, it
had been a long time since she’d shared

a room with one.

Ghuh’loloan had come straight from the
shuttledocks to the Archives, and given what
Isabel knew of her, she doubted she’d
checked into her guest quarters yet. The
Harmagian was the most enthusiastic of

Isabel’s Reskit Institute pen pals, and they’d

svij archiv, ale Isabela byla mezi jejich
predstavenymi nejstarsi. A to néco

znamenalo 1 v o¢ich mimozemstanu.

Byla ptedpojata, samoziejmé, v Archivech
pracovala cely svij zivot, ale slozky, o které
se starala, pro ni byly jako kouzla. Prvni
exodané naplnili starodavné police zdznamy
ze Zemé a svymi piibéhy a kazda generace
po nich ptidala ty své. ,Co hledate?* ptala se
kazdého, kdo do spirdlovité komnaty plné
sloZek a dat vstoupil (police uz byly pry¢
dlouho piedtim, nez zde zacala pracovat).
Umeéni? Literatura? Rodinna historie?
Pozemska historie? Pozemsky zivot? At jste
hledali cokoli, pokud to lidem stalo za
uchovani, mohli jste to najit praveé

v Archivech.

Prave jeji dlouholetéd prace v Archivech byl
davod, pro¢ ji jeji nejnovejsi ukol ptisel
pfinejmensim neobvykly. Cela 1éta se
zabyvala minulosti, radila studentiim,
udrZovala servery v ¢innosti, nebo potfadala
slavnosti s promitanim. Dnes se ale m¢la
setkat s mimozemst'anem a nehledé€ na to,
jak dlouho uZ mezi nimi probihala Ziva

korespondence, uz to bylo hodné davno, co

s néjakym stala v jedné mistnosti.

Ghuh’loloan pftisla z doku pfimo do
Archivil a podle toho, co o ni Isabela
veédeéla, pochybovala, Ze uz se alespon

zaregistrovala do svého pronajatého pokoje.

Harmagianka byla jednim z jejich
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been friendly colleagues for years. But this
was their first time meeting in person, and, as
was to be expected, Isabel found herself
reconciling the person she knew from letters
with the person now sitting before her. The
dog-sized, speckled-yellow, wet-skinned
person, lying legless on a motorised cart,
with no feet and no bones and no real shape
at all until you got to the wreath of grasping
tentacles and smaller tendrils centred around
a toothless maw, crowned with a pair of
retracting eyestalks that made Isabel stare

despite her best efforts.
Stars, it really had been a long time.

‘I’'m sorry I couldn’t meet you at the dock,’
Isabel said. ‘Today’s ceremony took a long
time to clear out.” They were in her office
now, at her meeting table, away from the
towering technology and busy staff. Well,
ostensibly busy. Isabel had seen more than

a few of her peers undertaking tasks of
dubious value that steered them conveniently
past her office windows. Everyone wanted

a glimpse of the visitor.

Ghuh’loloan flexed her facial dactyli. Isabel
knew Harmagian facial gestures were
important communicative cues, but they were
lost on her. She could follow only her
colleague’s words, which dripped with

a deliciously-burred accent. ‘Nonsense,’
Ghuh’loloan said. ‘You have work, and I am

the one disrupting it! I feel nothing but joy in

nejnadSenéjsich korespondentl a uz roky
mezi sebou udrzovaly ptatelsky vztah na
dalku. Dnes mély prvni piilezitost setkat se
osobné a Isabel bez piekvapeni zjistila, ze
se snazi porovnavat osobu sedici pted ni

s osobou, kterou znala prostfednictvim
dopist. Presnéji, osobu o velikosti psa,
posetou zlutymi teckami a se slizskou kizi,
ktera kviili absenci nohou musela lezet na
motorizovaném voziku, neméla chodidla,
kosti, a vlastn¢ ani tvar, pokud jste
nepocitali vénec vétSich 1 mensich chapadel,
ktery obklopoval bezzuby chitdn. Ve
korunoval par stopek s o¢nimi bulvami, od
kterych Isabela nedokazala odtrhnout o¢i, at’

se snazila, jak chtéla.
U hvézd, uz to bylo opravdu davno.

»Mrzi mé&, Ze jsem se s tebou nemohla setkat
uz v doku,“ fekla Isabela. ,,Dnesni obrad se
protahl.“ Byly v jeji kancelafi, u jejiho
pracovniho stolu, daleko od stroji

a zaneprazdnénych zaméstnanct. Nebo
alespon zaméstnanct, ktefi zaneprazdnéné
vypadali. Isabela si v§imla n¢kolika lidi,
kteti se dnes rozhodli vénovat ukoltim
pochybné hodnoty, jen kdyz to znamenalo,
zZe je zavedou co nejblize k oknu jeji
kancelare. VSichni byli zvédavi na
navstévnici.

Ghuh’loloan zatnula mimické svaly. Isabela
veédela, ze takova gesta jsou velmi dilezitou

soucasti harmagianské komunikace, ale ona
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sharing your company, for however much

time you can spare.’

Harmagians, Isabel knew, had a tendency to
lay it on thick. ‘I’m looking forward to
working together as well. Was your journey

all right?’

“Yes, yes, entirely adequate. I’ve had better,
but then, I’ve had plenty worse.” Ghuh’loloan
laughed with a wavering coo. Her eyestalks
studied something. ‘Do you have trouble

understanding me?’
‘No, not at all.’

‘But then—’ Ghuh’loloan pointed a tentacle

toward Isabel’s face.

It took Isabel a moment to understand. ‘Oh,’
she chuckled, removing her hud. A faint
border disappeared from her field of vision,
an edge she barely noticed until it was gone.
‘Sorry, I’'m so used to having it on I often
forget to take it off. I’ve even worn it to

sleep, once or twice.’

‘Ah,” Ghuh’loloan said. ‘For filing, then, not

translating?’

‘For everything, really,” Isabel said, looking
at the clear lens set in a wellworn frame. ‘It’s
much faster than my scrib, and it keeps my

hands free.’

‘I wouldn’t know,” Ghuh’loloan said in

a good-humoured tone. She pointed at her

jim nerozuméla. Byla zavisl4 jen na slovech
své kolegyné, které byly prondSeny

s roztomilym rackovanim.

,»Nesmysl,* fekla Ghuh’loloan. ,,Mas
spoustu prace a ja ti ji narusuji! Citim jen
radost ze tvé spoleCnosti, a budu vdécna za
kazdou vtefinu, kterou se mnou miizes

stravit.

Harmagiani svou piimosti vZzdy dokazali
zaskodit, to Isabela véde€la. ,, Také se t&€$im
na nasi spolupraci. M¢la jsi ptijemnou

cestu?

,»Ano, ano, naprosto pfijatelnd. Zazila jsem
lepsi, ale na druhou stranu i spoustu
hor$ich.* Ghuh’loloan se s tfepotavym
zaklokotanim rozesmala. Jeji o€i se na cosi

zametily.
,»J€ mi §patné rozuméet?*
,,Ne, viibec.*

,» LTak tedy-* Ghuh’loloan napifila chapadlo

na Isabelinu tvar.

Isabele chvili trvalo, nez pochopila, co ma
na mysli. ,,Aha,* zasmala se a sundala si

z obliceje displej. Z jejiho zorného pole
zmizela tenka hranice, které si do té chvile
ani nevSimla. ,,Promin, jsem tak zvykld mit
ho na sobé¢, ze si ho ¢asto zapomenu sundat.
Jednou nebo dvakrat jsem s nim dokonce

usnula.
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delicate, swaying eyes, incapable of wearing

Isabel’s favoured gadget.
‘But it sounds very useful.’

Isabel smiled. ‘Well, I envy that a bit,” she
said, nodding at Ghuh’loloan’s cart. ‘My
knees aren’t what they used to be.’

‘I wouldn’t know about knees, either.’

They both laughed. “Would you like

something to drink?’ Isabel asked.
‘Mek, if you have it.’

Isabel knew that she did, as the other
archivists hadn’t rioted. ‘You take it cold,

I assume?’ She’d learned to do a Harmagian-
style flash cold brew in the tenday before her

colleague arrived.

But Isabel’s new skill was to be untested.
‘I do,” Ghuh’loloan said, ‘but if I wanted cold
mek, I would’ve stayed home. Please, make it
for me as you’d make it for yourself.” She

paused. ‘Although, perhaps not too hot.’

Isabel nodded with understanding as she
opened the tin of mek powder. Introducing
scalding hot liquid to mollusk-like skin
would not end well. She glanced over and
laughed, seeing that Ghuh’loloan had opened
a storage compartment on her cart and
removed both scrib and stylus. ‘Are we

getting started?’

Ghuh’loloan curled the tentacles around her

mouth. ‘I had questions before I arrived, but

,»Ah,“ fekla Ghuh’loloan. ,,Takze na préci,

ne na pieklad?*

,,Vlastné na vSechno, fekla Isabela
s pohledem upfenym na ¢oc¢ku v obnoseném
ramecku. ,,Je to rychlejsi nez skrib a

nechava mi to volné ruce.*

,»Mn¢ by to nepomohlo,“ prohlasila
Ghuh’loloan veselym tonem. Ukazala na
sva kiehka, houpajici se ocka na stopkach,
pro které by byl Isabelin displej naprosto

nepouzitelny.
,,Ale zni to uzite¢né.

Isabel se usmala. ,,No, ja ti trochu zédvidim
tohle, ukazala na Ghuh’loloanin vozik.

,»Moje kolena uz nejsou, co byvaly.*
,,O kolenou toho také moc nevim.*

Ob¢ se zasmadly. ,,D4s si néco k piti?*

zeptala se Isabela.
»Mok, jestli mate.*

Isabela si byla jista, Ze maji, jinak by mezi
jejimi kolegy uz davno vypuklo povstani.
,,Davas si ho studeny, ze?* Desetiden pred
Ghuh’loloaninym pfijezdem se naucila
pfipravovat mok za studena po

harmagianském zptisobu.

Ale jak kvalitni jeji pfiprava byla se
nedozvédéla. ,,Ano,” fekla Ghuh’loloan.
»Ale kdybych chtéla studeny mok, mohla
jsem ziistat doma. Prosim udélej mi ho tak,

jak by sis ho udélala pro sebe.*
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after seeing these wonderful ships of yours
with my own eyes — oh, I hardly know where
to start! Everything. I want to know
everything. Let’s begin with the ships. I saw
so many things on my way here that [ wish to

understand better.’

‘You’ll have to tell me what you already
know about them, so I don’t walk the same

corridors twice.’

‘No. My understanding may be flawed, and if
I assume that I already know something, you
won’t know to correct my mistakes. Besides,
it is such a rare opportunity to get
information that is not filtered through

a screen. Tell me of the ships as if | know

nothing of them. Tell me as if I were a child.’

‘All right then.” Isabel gathered her thoughts
as the mek brewer rumbled. ‘The original
architects based everything around three
basic principles:

longevity, stability, and well-being. They
knew that for the Fleet to have any chance of
survival, the ships had to be something that
could withstand both distance and time,
something that the spacers within could
always rely on, and something that would
foster both physical and mental health.
Survival alone wasn’t enough. Couldn’t be
enough. If there were disputes over food,

resources, living space—’

‘That’d be the end of it.’

Harmagianka se na chvili zarazila a pak

dodala: ,,I kdyz, mozna ne tak horky.*

Isabela chapavé ptikyvla a oteviela
plechovku mokového prasku. Vatici
tekutina by mohla harmagianskou pokozku
piipominajici kizi mékkyse nepekné
poskosit. Otocila se na Ghuh’loloan a
rozesmala se, kdyz vidéla, ze si z ptihradky

voziku vyndala skrib a stylus. ,,Zacindme?*

Ghuh’loloan zavlnila chapadly. ,,Mé&la jsem
otazky jesté, nez jsem dorazila, ale ted’,
kdyz vidim ty nadherné lod¢€ na vlastni oc¢i —
u hvézd, nevim, kde zacit! VSechno. Chci
veédét vSechno. Mlizeme zacit s lodémi?
Cestou jsem vidéla tolik véci, které byh si

ptala pochopit 1épe.*

,,Budes mi muset fict, co uz vis, at’ ti

nevykladam to same.*

»Ne. Mizu se mylit a kdyZ budu
predpokladat, Ze uz néco vim, nebude§ mé
moci opravit. A kromé toho, je to tak
vzacna udalost, slySet tvlij vyklad na vlastni
usi, a nejen pies obrazovku. Povidej mi o
vasich lodich, jako bych o nich nevédéla

vubec nic. Jako bych byla dité.*

,,Tak dobfe.” Zatimco se v konvici varil
mok, Isabela si utfidila myslenky. ,,Pivodni
architekti staveli podle tii hlavnich principt:
vydrz, stabilita a pohodli. VEédéli, Ze aby
meéla Flotila Sanci na pfeziti, lodé¢ musely

byt ptipravené vydrzet co nejdéle a byt
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“That’d be the end of it. These had to be
places Humans would want to live in. In that
long stretch between leaving Earth and GC
contact, we were utterly alone. Those who
lived and died during that time only knew
planets from stories. This’ — she gestured at
the walls — ‘was everything. It had to feel like
a home, rather than a prison. Otherwise, we

were doomed.’

‘Longevity, stability, well-being,’
Ghuh’loloan repeated, writing on her scrib in

her strange boxy alphabet. ‘Please, go on.’

Isabel put her own scrib on the table between
them and launched a sketch programme.
Floating pixels followed her stylus as she
drew in the air. ‘Architecturally, every
homesteader is the same. At the centre, you
have the main cylinder, which is essentially
life support storage. It houses the water tanks,

the air tanks, and the batteries.’

‘Now, the batteries,” Ghuh’loloan said, still
taking notes. ‘Those store kinetically

harvested energy, yes?’

‘Originally, yes, mostly. Well ... right, let me
back up. When the Exodans first left Earth,
they burned chemical fuels to get going, just
to tide them over until enough kinetic energy
had been generated through the floors. They

also had hydro-generators.’

‘Water-powered?’

schopné uletét ohromné vzdalenosti. Musely
to byt lod¢, na které se vesmifané budou
moci za vSech okolnosti spolehnout a také
musely byt stavény tak, aby dokazaly udrzet
fyzické i psychické zdravi vSech na palubé.
Jenom prezit nestacilo. Nemohlo stacit.
Kdyby vypukly boje o jidlo, zasoby,

prostor...
,» 10 by byl konec.*

,» 10 by byl konec. Lod¢ musely byt mistem,
kde by lidé doopravdy chtéli zit. Na té
dlouhé cesté mezi Zemi a setkanim s GS
jsme byli naprosto sami. Ti, ktefi se v té
dobé€ na lodi narodili a zemfeli, znali
planety jen z piibéhd. Tohle,* obsahla
rukama prostor okolo sebe. ,,Tohle bylo
vSechno. Musel to byt domov, ne vézeni.

Kdyby to tak nebylo, byli bychom ztraceni.*

,, Vydrz, stabilita, pohodli,* zopakovala
Ghuh’loloan a na¢marala na sviij skrib
nékolik poznamek zvlastnim hranatym

pismem. ,,Prosim pokracuj.*

Isabela poloZzila sviij skrib na stlll pfed sebe
a spustila program malovani. Poletujici
pixely nasledovaly tahy jejiho pera a ona

zacala kreslit do vzduchu.

,Architektonicky je kazdy osadnik stejny.
Ve sttedu je hlavni valec, kde se nachazeji
systémy podpory Zivota. Jsou tam nadrze

s vodou, vzduchem a také baterie.*
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“Yes, using waste water.” The brewer dinged,
and Isabel filled two mugs. ‘As it flows back
to the processing facilities, it runs through

a series of generators. That system’s still in
use. It’s not our primary power source, but
it’s a good supplement.’ She placed the mugs
between them, and considered bringing out
the tin of cookies stashed away in her desk.
She decided against it. Harmagians had
famously finicky stomachs, and she didn’t
want to hospitalise her colleague over ginger

bites.

Ghuh’loloan reached for the mug closest to
her, eying the tiny wisps of steam. She gave
the surface of the drink a few tentative raps
with the tip of her tentacle — one, two, three.
Apparently finding the temperature suitable,
she wrapped a portion of her limb around the
handle and brought the mug aloft. ‘See, this
is why I wanted to start with the basics. How
fascinating. Might we be able to visit the

water generators?’

‘Absolutely,” Isabel said. Not a place she
would’ve been excited to visit on her own,

but Ghuh’loloan’s enthusiasm was catching.

‘Wonderful. But I'm getting you off-track.
Do I correctly glean that kinetic energy is no

longer your primary power source?’

‘That’s right. Once the GC gave us this sun,

we started collecting solar power.’

,»A ty baterie, fekla Ghuh’loloan a stale si
psala poznamky. ,, Ty skladuji

shromézdénou kinetickou energii, ze?*

,,Puvodné ano, vétSinou ano. Ale... No,
dostanu se k tomu. Kdyz Exodané opustili
Zemi, spalovali chemické palivo, aby
zrychlovali, dokud nebyl vygenerovan
dostatek kinetické energie. Také méli

hydrogeneratory.*
,,Vodni pohon?*

,»Ano, pouzivali odpadni vodu.“ Vafi¢
zacinkal a Isabela naplnila dva hrnky.
,»KdyZ se odpadni voda vraci do ¢isticek,
protéka sérii generatort. Ten systém se stale
pouziva. Neni to na$ hlavni zdroj energie,
ale je to dobry doplnék.* Postavila hrnky
mezi sebe a svou kolegyni a chvili
zvazovala, jestli nemé vytahnout plechovku
suSenek, kterou schovavala ve stole.
Nakonec néapad zavrhla, harmagiani méli
citlivé Zaludky a ona nechtéla dostat
Ghuh’loloan do nemocnice kvili kousku
zazvoru. Ghuh’loloan se natdhla po hrnku,
ktery méla bliz. Obezietné pozorovala paru,
ktera z napoje stoupala a nez ho uchopila,
nekolikrat vyzkousela jeho teplotu Spickou
chapadla. Jeden kratky dotyk, druhy, treti.
Ocividné byla s vysledkem spokojena,

a nakonec okolo hrnku obtocila celé
chapadlo a ptisunula si ho bliz. ,,Vidis, to je

piesné diivod, pro¢ jsem chtéla zacit od
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‘Yes, I saw the satellites as I flew in. Those

were provided by ...?’

‘The Aeluons.’ Isabel’s tone was matter-of-
fact, but she felt a slump in pride. Her
colleague had assumed correctly that the
Exodans couldn’t have built such tech on

their own.

Lacking lips, Ghuh’loloan held the
Human-style mug up, flattened her face
back into her body so that it lay almost
horizontally, and poured a little waterfall
into her wide mouth. Her whole body
shivered. ‘Ho! Oh ho!” ‘Too hot?’ Isabel
asked with dread.

‘No— no, I’m just unaccustomed. What
a feeling!” She executed a longer pour. ‘Ho!
That’s ... stars, that’s thrilling. I may never
take mek cold again.” She shivered once
more, then cradled her mug between two

tentacles. ‘Oh dear, where was 1?’
‘Satellites.’

‘Yes, and Aeluons. They provided you with

artigrav, too, yes?’
‘That’s right.’

‘A generous people,” Ghuh’loloan said.
‘I wish I could say the same of mine.” She
laughed. ‘I suppose it is in your best interest

that we did not win their war against us, eh?’

Isabel chuckled, but took that as a sign to

steer the conversation back to the topic at

zacatku. Jak fascinujici! Mlzeme navstivit

ty vodni generatory?*

,»Rozhodné,* prohlasila Isabela. Nebylo to
zrovna misto, kam by se sama vydala, ale

Ghuh’loloanino nadseni bylo nakazlivé.

»Skvelé. Ale prerusila jsem té. Chéapu tedy
spravné, ze kineticka energie uz neni vasim

hlavnim zdrojem energie?*

,»10 je pravda. Kdyz ndm GS ptidélila tohle
slunce, zacali jsme shromazd’ovat solarni

energii.*

,»Ano, vidéla jsem satelity, kdyz jsme

prilétali. Ty jste dostali...?*

,,0d aeluonu.* Isabelin ton zustaval ¢isté
fakticky, ale jeji sebevédomi pokleslo. Jeji
kolegyné spravné uhadla, ze takovou

technologii nemohli Exodané postavit sami.

ProtoZze neméla rty, Ghuh’loloan se
zaklonila tak, Ze jeji pusa leZela v podstaté
vodorovné a nalila si ¢ast obsahu hrnku
pfimo dovnitt. Jeji celé télo se zattaslo.
,»Ho! Oh ho!* , Moc horké?* zeptala se

Isabela s hruzou.

,»INe —ne, jen nejsem zvykla. To je pocit!“
Napila se znovu. ,,Ho! To je... U hvézd, to
je uZasné. Asi uz si nikdy nedam studeny
mok.* Jesté jednou se oklepala a seviela
hrnek do dvou chapadel. ,,Péani, kde jsem

skoncila?“

,,U satelitu.*
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hand. The war invoked was very old, very
ugly history. Clearly, Ghuh’loloan didn’t
mind a bit of self-deprecation, but Isabel
didn’t want to cross the line from cultural
ribbing into insult. ‘Indeed. So, the main

cylinder.’
‘The main cylinder.’

‘Unlike the habitat ring — which I’ll get to —
the cylinder interior was never designed for
gravity, so you won’t find artigrav nets there.
Everything is arranged in a circle, around

a central core.’

Ghuh’loloan set down her cup. ‘Do you mean

that when you go in there—’
‘We have to work in zero-g, yes.’

‘Incredible! I had no idea there were still
species doing that. Not within the hull, at

least!’

‘Tamsin worked there, until some years
back,’ Isabel said, knowing her colleague
knew her wife’s name even though they
hadn’t properly met yet. ‘I’m sure she’d be
happy to talk to you about it.’

‘Oh! Yes. Yes, that would be marvellous.’
Ghuh’loloan scribbled furiously. ‘Please,

please, go on.’

‘At the aft end of the cylinder — as much as
anything can be aft in space — we have the
engines. They’re ... they’re engines.” She

shrugged and laughed.

,»Ano, a acluoni. Od nich mate také

umélograv, ze?*

(13

,,Ano.

L Stedi 1idé,« prohlasila Ghuh’loloan. ,,Ptéla

bych si fict to samé o téch mych.*

Zasmala se. ,,Asi jste radi, ze jsme nevyhrali

valku, kterou proti ndm vedli, co?*

Isabela se usmala, ale vzala to jako signal,
Ze se ma vratit k pivodnim tématu. Valka,

o které Ghuh’loloan mluvila, byla velmi
starou a oSklivou historii. Zejmé ji nevadilo
byt sebekriticka vici vlastni rase, ale Isabela
nechtéla prekrocit tu velmi tenkou hranici
mezi nevinnym zertem a urazkou. ,,Jiste.

Takze ten hlavni valec.*
,,Hlavni valec.*

»Na rozdil od obytného prstence — ke
kterému se dostanu — véalec nikdy nebyl
navrzen na to, aby v ném fungovala
gravitace, takZe tam nenajde$ Zadné
umélogravitacni sit€. VSe je uspofadano

v kruhu okolo jadra.*

Ghuh’loloan odlozila hrnek na stul. ,,Chces

tict, ze kdyZ tam n¢kdo jde-*
»Musi pracovat ve stavu beztize, ano.*

,»Neuvetitelné! Netusila jsem, Ze to jeste

néjaky druh déla. Alespoi ne v lodi.*

,» Tamsin tam jesté pred nékolika lety

pracovala,* fekla Isabela, protoze védéla, ze
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‘Not my area of expertise.’
‘And they don’t get much use anymore.’

‘We use them to correct orbital issues, but no,
nothing like they did back in our wandering
days. Now, the ring — that I can talk on for
days.” She directed the pixels into shapes she
walked through every day. ‘Six hexagons,
each joined to another around the main

cylinder.’

‘And this used to spin, before artigrav.’
‘Right. It was a big centrifuge.’

‘Was that not unpleasant?’

Isabel shrugged. ‘I don’t know. I’ve only
ever lived in artigrav. I’m sure there’s an
account of how centrifugal gravity felt.” She

made a mental note to go searching for that.

Ghuh’loloan made a note as well, on her

scrib. ‘So, six hexagons comprise the ring.’

‘Six hexagons. And within those, you find
more hexagons. Let’s start small and work
our way up.’ She thought for a moment. ‘Ah,
I have just the thing.” She accessed an
animated image file intended for young kids.
A lone hexagon appeared. ‘Okay, so we start
with a single room. A bedroom, let’s say.’
She gestured. The hexagon shrank, and was
joined by six others, creating a mathematical
flower. ‘Six rooms, surrounding a seventh
room. This is a home.” The geometry

expanded again. ‘Now you have six homes,

Ghuh’loloan znd jméno jeji Zeny, i kdyz se
jesté formalné nesetkaly. ,,Jsem si jistd, ze ti

o tom rada povypravi.*

»Ah! Ano. Ano, to by bylo skv¢la.*

Ghuh’loloan zutivé psala do skribu.
,Prosim, prosim pokracuj.*

»Na zad’ové ¢asti valce — jestli tedy ve
vesmiru ma smysl fikat tomu zad’ — jsou
umistény motory. Ty jsou... jsou to
motory.* Pokr¢ila rameny a zasmala se. ,,To

neni muj obor.*
»dtejne je dnes uz moc nepouzivate, ne?*

»Pouzivame je na korekci odchylek obézné
dréhy, ale mas pravdu, rozhodné& ne tolik
jako za starych ¢ast. Ted’ prstenec. O tom
bych zvladla mluvit celé dny.* Preskladala
pixely tak, Ze ted’ zobrazovaly mista,
kterymi kazdy den prochazela. Sest
Sestithelnik ptipojenych na sebe, okolo

hlavniho vélce.*

,»A nez jste méli umélograv, tak se tocily?*
»Spravné. Byla to jedna velka centrifuga.
,Nebylo to nepiijemné?*

Isabela pokréila rameny. ,,J4 nevim. Ale
jsem si jista, ze nékde bude zadznam o tom,
jak se v tom lidé citili.” Pomyslela si, Ze se
musi pokusit takovou zpravu najit.

Ghuh’loloan si také udélala poznamku.

49



surrounding a common area. We call this,
predictably, a hex. You’ll hear this term a lot.
Somebody’s hex is their primary address.’
Another expansion. ‘Six hexes surround

a hub. This forms a neighbourhood.’
‘And in a hub, you will find ...?’

‘Everyday services. Grocery stands,

a medical clinic, tech swaps, cafes,
playgrounds, that kind of thing.” She gestured
again. ‘All right, here’s where it starts to get
big. Six neighbourhoods to a district. The
space in the centre is the plaza. The amenities
here vary from district to district, but in
general, this is where you find your big stuff:
schools, recycling centres, entertainment,
long-term medical facilities, council offices,

marketplaces, big gardens.’

‘We are in a plaza now, yes?’

‘Yes. And from there ...” The image
blossomed into one final shape — six triangles
comprised of six districts each, arranged
around a final colossal hexagon. ‘So, all of
this’ — she circled it with her hands — “is

a deck.” The middle area is the nucleus.
That’s where you get farms and
manufacturing. At the centre of everything is,

well, the Centre.’
‘Where you dispose of your dead.’

‘I ...” Isabel chose her words carefully,

knowing her colleague hadn’t meant any

Takze prstenec se sklada ze Sesti

Sestithelnika.«

,.Sest Sestitihelnikii. A uvniti téch jsou dalsi
Sestithelniky. Za¢neme od nejmensich

a dopracujeme se k tomu.* Na chvili se
zamyslela. ,,Ah, mam pfesn¢ to, co
potiebujeme.* Oteviela slozku s prezentaci
animovanych obrazk pro déti. Objevil se
samotny Sestitthelnik. ,, Tak jo, zacneme

s pokojem. Reknéme, Ze je to loznice.*
Udélala gesto. Sestitthelnik se zmensil

a ptibylo k nému Sest dalsich. Spolu tvofily
tvar matematické kvétiny. ,.Sest mistnosti
obklopuje sedmy. Tohle je domov.* Obraz
se znovu rozsiril. ,,Tad mame Sest domova
a uprostred je spole¢nd mistnost. Tomu
fikdme hex. Ten termin uslysis ¢asto. Kdyz
se nékoho zeptas na adresu, fekne ti prave
svij hex.* Dalsi rozsitfeni. ,.Sest hext
obklopuje centrum. Dohromady se toto

uskupeni nazyva sousedstvi.*
»A v centru je...?*

,»Vsechno potiebné. Obchody s jidlem,
kliniky, technické obchody, kavarny, hfisté
a podobné.” Znovu zagestikulovala na svij
skrib. ,,A tady to za¢ina nartistat. Sest
sousedstvi formuje okres. Stiedové Casti
fikdme namésti. Vybaveni je v kazdém
okrese jiné, ale obcné to byva misto, kde
recyklacni centra, zabavu, nemocnice,

kancelate rady, trziste, velké zahrady.*
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offence. ‘I’m not sure we’d use the word

“dispose”, but yes.’

‘And then above and below the residential

deck, you have ...?’

‘Directly above, the transport deck, where
you can hop from district to district in a pod.
Below, waste processing. And below that,

observation.’

‘Yes, 'm very excited to see your viewing
cupolas. I don’t know of any other ship
architecture quite like that. Most have

windows on walls, not the floor.’

‘That goes right back to the need to prevent
fighting over living space. If some people
have rooms with a view and others don’t,
you’re going to have problems. And if
centrifugal gravity is pulling our feet toward
the stars, then you can’t have windows on
most walls. The only people who could
would be the ones with homes on the edges
of each deck, and that ... well, that would

invite trouble.’

‘Ahhhhh. Yes, I see. I see.” Ghuh’loloan’s
eyestalks traced over her notes. ‘Six homes to
a hex, six hexes to a neighbourhood, six
neighbourhoods to a district, thirty-six

districts to a deck, four deckstoa ...?
‘Segment.’

‘A segment. And six segments to

a homesteader.’

»led jsme na ndmésti, ze?

,,Ano. A odtamtud...“ Obraz se zformoval
do finalniho tvaru — Sest trojuhelnik, kazdy
slozeny ze Sesti okresti obklopujicich
ohromny Sestithelnik uprostted. ,,A tohle
vSechno,* obkrouzila projekci rukou, ,,to je
paluba. Prostfedni ¢ast je nukleus. Tam jsou
farmy a vyrobny. V centru vseho je... no,

Centrum.*
»lam se zbavujete svych mrtvych.*

,Ja...” Isabela opatrn¢ volila slova, protoze
védéla, Ze jeji kolegyné nic nemyslela
Spatné. ,,Nejsem si jistd, jestli bych pouzila

prave slovo ,zbavovat se,‘ ale ano.*
,»A nad a pod obytnou oblasti je...?*

,,PTimo nad nami je transportni paluba, kde
muzes cestovat z okresu do okresu pomoci
modulti. Pod ndmi je zpracovani odpadi,

a pod tim vyhlidky.“

,»Ano, nemuzu se dockat, az uvidim vase
vyhlidkové kupole. Nevim o tom, Ze by
néco podobného méla jina lod’. VéEtsina lodi

ma okna na zdech, ne na podlaze.*

,» 10 je zase kvuli udrzeni klidu mezi lidmi.
Kdyby n€kdo dostal mistnost s vyhledem

a jiny ne, ptinaselo by to s sebou mnoho
problémi. A protoze gravitace vytvofena
rotaci zplsobila, Ze jsme chodili po zdech
sméfujicich k jadru, nebylo mozné dat okna

do vétsiny mistnosti. Jen do téch, které byly
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“You’ve got it.’

The Harmagian studied the children’s images
again. ‘It’s rather beautiful, in a way. Nothing
wasted, nothing frivolous. Simple

exponents.’

Isabel smiled. ‘It’s like a ... oh dear, I only
know the word in Ensk.” She shifted

linguistic gears. ‘Honeycomb.’

Ghuh’loloan flicked her mouth tendrils.
‘I don’t know that word. My Ensk is poor

enough that I’d call it non-existent.’

Isabel gestured at her scrib and accessed
another image file. ‘Honeycomb. It’s
a structure made of interlocking hexagons.

Incredibly strong and spaceefficient.’

‘Ahhhh. I’ve seen configurations like this,
but I don’t know that there is an easy word
for them in Klip. Or Hanto, for that matter.
Honeycomb.” She stretched her face forward
toward the image. ‘Wait, is this ... organic?

What is this?’

‘A relic from Earth. A communal insect
species built nests with walls of this shape

out of ... spit, I think. I don’t know off-hand.’

‘How strange. Well, I am looking forward to
seeing your own honeycomb nest.” Her
tendrils changed, taking on a slight slackness.
‘Will my presence be intrusive for the

families there? I am not overly familiar with

umistény na okraji paluby a to... no, to by

jen vyvolavalo hadky.*

»Ahaaa. Ano, chapu, chépu.*
Ghuh’loloaniny o¢i prelétly text, ktery si
naskréabala do skribu. ,,Sest domovi tvoii
hex, Sest hext sousedstvi, Sest sousedstvi
okres, tficet Sest okresu palubu a Ctyfi

paluby?*

»Segment.

»degment. A Sest segmentd tvoii osadnika.*
,,Presné tak.*

Harmagianka si znovu prohlédla animace.
»Je to svym zptsobem docela krasné. Nic

nazbyt, zadné vysttelky. Jednoduchost.*

Isabela se usmala. ,,Je to jako... ach boze,
znam to slovo jen v ansting.* Pfepnula

v hlavé jazyky. ,,Plastev.*

Ghuh’loloan zattéasla chapadly. ,,To slovo
neznam. Moje anStina je tak Spatna, Ze se

ani neda rict, Ze z ni néco umim.*

Isabela udélala n€kolik gest na skribu

a objevil se dalsi obrazek. ,,Plastev. Je to
struktura vytvotfena z pospojovanych
Sestitthelnikl. Neuvéfiteln€ pevna a Setii
mistem.*

,»Aha! Takové uspotadani uz jsem vidéla,

ale nevim, jestli pro n¢j existuje jednoduché

slovo v klipstin€. Nebo hantsing. Plastev.*
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Human social custom when it comes to the

home.’

‘They know you’re coming, so it won’t be
any trouble. In fact, I was hoping you’d join
me for a meal at my home tonight. I had
originally thought of taking you to

a restaurant, but—’

‘Bah, restaurants! At some point, yes,
I would enjoy that, but on my first day here,
I would much rather be your guest than

someone else’s.’

Isabel took serious note of that term — guest.
She’d done research on that front before
Ghuh’loloan’s arrival, spurred by a slight
shift in her colleague’s letters. Once
arrangements for the visit to the Fleet had
been made, Isabel found herself no longer
being addressed as dear associate but dear
host, and Ghuh’loloan’s phrasing had become
deferential. This was an important thing,
Isabel had learned, as was the entire concept
of hosts and guests in Harmagian culture. By
anybody’s definition, hosts were expected to
be accommodating and guests to be gracious,
but Harmagians put considerable stock into
everyone performing those roles well. A bad
host would be shunned — or, as the rules
extended to merchants as well, bankrupt —
and a bad guest was on par with a petty thief
(which made an odd sense, Isabel decided:
guests did eat your food and take your time).

There were entire books written on host/guest

Ptitahla se bliz k obrazu. ,,Moment, je

tohle... organické? Co to je?*

,,Pozustatek ze Zemé. Jeden ze druhu
spolecenského hmyzu stavél hnizda tohoto
usporadani. Zdi jsou vytvorené z jejich...

slin, aspont myslim. Nevim to z hlavy.*

,,Jak zvlastni. No, rozhodné se tésim, az
uvidim vasi plastev.“ Jeji chapadla trochu
ochabla. ,,Bude moje pfitomnost rusiva pro
rodiny, které zde 7iji? Nejsem uplné
obeznamena s lidskymi zvyky, kdyz ptijde

na chovani v jejich domovech.*

,» VEdi, ze jsi tu, tak by to nem¢l byt
problém. Vlastné jsem doufala, ze se k nam
pfipojis§ dnes na vecefi, u m¢ doma.
Plvodné jsem myslela, Ze t¢ vezmu do

restaurace, ale-*

,»Ah, restaurace! Pozdéji ano, jisté, rada
néjakou navstivim, ale jsem tu prvni den
a byla bych mnohem radsi, kdybych dnes
mohla byt tvym hostem.*

Isabela pfi sloveé ,host‘ zpozornéla. Pfed
Ghuh’loloaninym ptijezdem si toto téma
pecliveé nastudovala, poté, co si povSimla
jisté zmény v tonu jejich vzajemnych
dopist. Poté, co si sjednaly detaily
navstévy, zaCinaly Ghuh’loloaniny dopisy
oslovenim ,draha hostitelko, misto ,draha
kolegyné, a jeji dopisy byly casto
formulovany velmi uctivé. Isabela zjistila,

ze cely koncept hostil a hostiteld je
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etiquette, the most seminal of which — Rules
for Guests of Good Lineage — had been the
go-to for over a hundred standards. Isabel had
skimmed a few opening paragraphs and left
the rest of the tedious tome unread. Using her
own alienness as a social buffer, she figured
her Good Host status was assured by
providing a non-poisonous meal on clean

plates in friendly company.

She hoped so, anyway.
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Hello, and welcome to our evening update.
I’'m Quinn Stephens. We begin tonight’s
headline summary with news from the Fleet.
The investigation into the body discovered
aboard the Asteria last tenday is still
unfolding. Five suspects have been
apprehended and detained in connection with
the untimely death of Sawyer Gursky,

a Central space immigrant who recently took
up residency in the Fleet. The crew of the
Silver Lining, a registered Exodan cargo ship
captained by Muriel Saarinen, are believed to
have hired Gursky to assist with looting
aboard the Oxomoco. Large stores of stolen
and illegally obtained goods were found
aboard the Silver Lining, in addition to drugs
and small weapons. All five crew members
have been charged with theft, smuggling,
illegal

salvage, possession of firearms, and
unlicensed possession of a pinhole drive. No
murder charges have been reported yet.
Jannae Green, a member of the traffic control
guild, has been arrested as well. M Green
allegedly accepted credits from the thieves in
exchange for disabling the Oxomoco’s
proximity alert system for several hours

while salvaging took place. The supervisory
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Dobry vecer, vitejte u naseho vecerniho
zpravodajstvi. Jsem Quinn Stephens. Dne$ni
shrnuti za¢neme zpravami z Flotily.
Vysetiovani ohledné téla, které bylo minuly
tyden nalezeno na palub¢ Asterie, stale
probiha. Bylo zadrzeno pét lidi podezielych
z Ucasti na predcasné smrti Sawyera
Gurského, ptistéhovalce z planety Stiedu,
ktery nedavno pfisel do Flotily.
Pravdépodobné byl najat posadkou
registrovaného exodanského nakladniho
plavidla Stfibrna Smouha za ti¢elem
rabovani na vraku Oxomoca. Na palubé
Sttibrné Smouhy bylo nalezeno vleké
mnozstvi kradeného a ilegalné ziskané¢ho
zboZi, v¢etné drog a lehkych zbrani. VSech
pét ¢lentl Celi obvinénim z kradezi,
paSovani, ilegalniho obohacovani, uzivani
nelegalné drzenych zbrani a nelegéalniho
drzeni dirkového pohonu. Obvinéni

z vrazdy zatim nepadlo. Déle byla zat¢ena
Jannae Green, ¢lenka hlidky dopravni
kontroly. P Green tidajné od zlod¢€ja ptijala
uplatek, na zaklad¢ kterého nésledné na
nékolik hodin vytadila z provozu
bezpecnostni systémy Oxomoca. Dozor¢i
rada Bezpecnostni patroly Flotily pfipomina

vSem obcanlim, ze ilegalni obohacovani je
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council for the Fleet Safety Patrol reminds all
citizens that illegal salvage is a serious crime,
and is punishable by imprisonment. Patrol
also encourages any persons aware of such
activity to make an anonymous report, and
wants to remind the public that without such
a report having been filed, today’s arrests

would not have been made so quickly.

vazny zloCin, ktery se tresta vézenim.
Patrola dale vyzyva vSechny, ktefi by se
stali svédkem takového jednani, aby udélost
anonymn¢ ohlasili, a pfipomina, ze bez
takového ohlaSeni by dnesni zadrzeni

zlo€inci neprobehlo tak rychle.
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4 Stylistic analysis

English is a language belonging to the Germanic language family. In its history it has been
considerably influenced by other languages, mainly French. As it has recently become

a lingua franca, spoken by non-native speakers all over the world, it keeps evolving,
embracing and creating new lexemes. It is an analytic language, which uses very little

inflection and uses auxilliary words and word order to convey the intended meaning.

Czech, on the other hand, comes from the Slavic language family and is an inflectional
language, with more liberal word order than English. All in all, English and Czech are very
different languages, a fact which needed to be taken into consideration when translating the

original text.

Dnes povazujeme za zakladni princip prekladu funkcni pristup, funkcni ekvivalenci.
Znamend to, Ze nezdlezi na tom, pouzijeme-li stejnych ¢i jinych jazykovych prostredkii,
ale na tom, aby plnily stejnou funkci, a to pokud mozno po vsech strankdch, tedy nejen
vyznamove vécné (denotacni, referencni), ale i konotacni (expresivni, asociacni)

a pragmatické. (Knittlova 6)

Ulpivani na jednotlivosti je podstatou neumélé formy ,,vérného “prekladu, prekladu
otrockého, ktery je priznacny pro pedantské prekladatele bez uméleckého nadani;
naopak zase celostni chapani casto svadi prave vynikajici prekladatele k tomu, Ze se
soustredi na prilis obecné principy, na prilis rozsahleé celky, a v jejich jménu pak
zkresluji jednotlivé myslenky. (...) Je treba odhadnout miru samostatnosti detailu

a podle toho jej do vetsi nebo mensi miry podridit celku. (...) Kde slovo nemd vyznam
samo o sobé, nybrz jen jako soucast celku, preklada se celek bez ohledu na vyznamy

Jjednotlivych slov. (Levy 129)

As Knittlové and Levy say, translation is not a transfer of words from one language to
another, but a transfer of the meaning. The target text does not have to contain the same words
and phrases as the source text, but it must reflect the ideas. The translator may decide to
change the length of sentences, the lexical choice or they may even leave something out, if it

results with a naturally sounding text reflecting the ideas and nuances of the original text.
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4.1 Word choice

The plot of the novel is set in an imaginary distant future, in the time of space travel, when
humans live alongside with various alien species. It comes as no surprise that the text features
several technical and futuristic terms, including names for things and gadgets, which do not
exist in reality. By using these terms, Chambers gives the novel a certain authentic feel, even

though the world she has created is obviously an artificial universe.
Examples

They provided you with artigrav, too, yes?

Od nich mate také umélograv, ze?

He’d look up Aeluon ships on the Linkings when he got home.

Az se dostane domti, vyhleda si aeluonské lodé na Spojich.

4.2 Specific features
Each country or nationality has certain specific features, e.g. their currency, measuring units
and many more. In translation the translator needs to decide whether to retain the specific

features of the author’s country or to change them into those of the reader.

4.2.1 Currency
Prevadet cizi ménu neni mozné, protoze mena je charakteristicka vidy pro urcitou

zemi a koruny by nam lokalizovaly preklad do naseho prostiedi. (Levy 124)

In the case of Chambers’s novel, the universal currency is so called credits (abbreviated as
‘creds’). As it is a completely artificial currency, created only for the purpose of the novel, the
task for the translator is even easier here. Since there is no rate given, it would be impossible

to establish an equivalence to any existing currency or convert it.
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Examples

But now his creds were even more precious than before, and if he’d been laid off, that meant

everybody else at the factory had, too.

Ale kredy ted’ pro n¢j byly jesté mnohem cennéjsi nez diive a kromé toho, jestli vyhodili

jeho, znamenalo to, Ze vyhodili také vSechny ostatni zaméstnance tovarny.

4.2.2 Units of time

Various special units of time appear throughout the novel. Because of the foreign setting of
the story, our units are not applicable. All the people in the novel seem to use a standardized
unit of time (GS standard time). Instead of a week, a term tenday appears, instead of a year

they use a so-called standard.

Examples

That was what people wore in the tendays after funerals, so other people knew to cut you

some slack and give you some kindness.

Tato stuha se nosila v desetidnech po pohibech, aby okoli truchliciho védéli, Ze maji projevit

trochu laskavosti.

4.3 Proper nouns

Proper noun is “a name used for an individual person, place, or organization, spelled with an
initial capital letter, e.g. Jane, London, and Oxfam.” (Oxford dictionaries) When translating
into Czech, proper nouns can be divided into two categories. Rare words and technical terms
usually retain their English form, that means that the noun has identical spelling in the
original text and in the translation. However, there are many proper nouns which have

become naturalized in the Czech language and have their own Czech form.

4.3.1 Geographical names
According to Castarieda-Hernandez, it is better and usually more natural to retain the English
version of the name which is rare, unknown or has no existing Czech equivalent. (Castafieda-

Hernandez)

59



As the plot of Chambers’s novel is set in the distant future in space, most of the names of
places are fictional, so the decision whether to retain the English form or to come up with

an appropriate Czech translation was entirely within the authorial jurisdiction of the translator.
With every name of a place I had to decide which form sounded more natural. In most cases

I decided to keep the original term, with the exception of names which are based on the

description of the place rather than a real name.

Examples

The trick to living on Mushtullo was knowing which sunrise to wait for.

VSsichni obyvatel¢ Mushtulla védéli, na ktery vychod slunce si pockat.
‘Where are you from?’ (...) ‘Central space.’

,Odkud jsi?*“ (...) ,,Ze Stiedu.*

4.3.2 Personal Names

This translation generally abides by the previously mentioned Levy’s maxim and leaves the
names unchanged, as they either sound perfectly natural in Czech (e.g. Kip, Ras), or are
intended to sound unnatural in the English original text, thereby endowing the names of aliens
or alien races with local color (e.g. Ghuh’loloan). In both cases the translated text uses regular

Czech declination.

Examples

Everybody wanted to look good for the Aeluons.
VSichni chtéli vypadat dobie pied aeluony.

She’d learned to do a Harmagian-style flash cold brew in the tenday before her colleague

arrived.

Desetiden pfed Ghuh’leloaninym piijezdem se naucila pfipravovat mok za studena po

harmagianském zptlsobu.
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4.4 Capitalization

According to Pravidla ceského pravopisu, names of nations are capitalized in Czech, while
words specifying ethnicity are not (Pravidla ¢eského pravopisu). On the other hand, when it
comes to addressing inhabitants of planets, Czech only states two precedents: pozemstan,
spelled with a lower-case p, and Martan, spelled with a capital “M”. Confronted with this
minor systemic inconsistency, I eventually decided to view most of the terms for aliens as
ethnicities and to spell them with lower-case letter. All the other cases, such as the terms used
for inhabitants of a planet or a specific geographic location, are in the target text spelled with
capital letters, based on the premise that they are in the same category as names of nations,

and also on the precedent of the Czech word Martan.
Examples

“You said the Harmagian’s gonna be at the Archives?’
,Rikal jste, e v Archivech bude n&jakej harmagian?*
Soon, the Aeluons would be there, too, and they’d help.

Brzy dorazi aeluoni a pomtiZou jim.

4.5 Abbreviations

Abbreviation is “a shortened form of a written word or phrase used in place of the whole word

or phrase (Merriam-Webster dictionary).”

When dealing with abbreviations, the translator must pay attention not only to its form, but
also to its original meaning. They should firstly translate the original word and then they may
try to come up with a suitable abbreviation of the translation. However, if the translated word

cannot be abbreviated or sounds unnatural when abbreviated, this is not obligatory.

There are many different ways how to abbreviate a word, two of which appear in the original

text I have translated.
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4.5.1 Abbreviation by clipping
Especially in informal usage, we tend to show our familiarity with polysyllabic words
(especially nouns), by shortening them, often to a single syllable. The ‘clipping’ seems

often to start from the graphic form, since the surviving fragment is usually initial (...).

(Quirk)
Examples
There weren’t any new sims out, and they’d played all the ones worth playing.
Z4dné nové simky nevysly a viechny, které za to staly, uz davno dohrali.
,Get the cams out,” she said. ‘Start recording.’

,»Vyndej kamery, zaseptala. ,,Za¢ni nahrdvat.*

4.5.2 Acronymy

“Acronyms are words formed from the initial letters of words that make up a name. (Quirk).”

There are two main types of acronyms: acronyms, which are pronounced as a single word,

and acronyms pronounced as sequences of letters (also known as ‘alphabetisms’)

Examples

‘I am with junior archivist Deshi Arocha, and the date is GC standard 129/303.

,Jsem zde s mlad$im archivafem Deshim Arochem a datum je 129/330 standardu GS.'

4.6 Other idiosyncratic lexis

When translating science fiction literature, we usually come across words which do not exist,
both in the original and the target language. Such words are used usually to describe futuristic
gadgets? for situations, which do not occur on the Earth, but might appear in different settings,
for example on planets with different conditions such as multi-star systems, or simply for

fictional natural phenomena or alien organisms.>

!'In the original text, GC stands for Galactic Commons, which was translated as Galaktické spolecenstvi and
abbreviated accordingly.

2 This may include words such as artigrav or dentobot, as mentioned above.

3 Such as creep mould, translated as plaziva pliser.

62



The translator must then take into consideration many aspects of the word-formating process
of the original word, and the meaning of the word in the context to the story, before they can

decide on the proper translation.

To some translation critics of translation, faithfulness in translation is just a word-for-
word transmission of message from the source text to the target text, while some
believe that fidelity to the source text is adopting the free, idiomatic method in passing

on the message. (Kolawole)

4.6.1 Borrowing

In very few cases I decided not to translate the non-existent words, but to leave them in their
original form. I made this decision in order to retain the fluency of the text, which I felt would
be disrupted, if I translated those words into their Czech equivalents, which did not sound

right. All the borrowed words in the target text follow Czech inflection.

Hex

The word hex as used in the novel refers to a living space, which could be compared to a flat
in size and function. I considered translating the word hex as Sestihran or Sestiuhelnik, but
eventually decided against it, as both options are too long for almost slang words used so

frequently.

It was a nice shirt, the kind of shirt you wore to naming days or weddings, or if someone

important came to the hex for dinner.

Byla to hezka kosile. Takova, kterou si ¢lovék vezme na den jmenovani, svatbu, nebo kdyz je

do hexu pozvany na veceti n€kdo dilezity.

4.6.2 Modified borrowing
Some of the words I did not translate into their Czech equivalents needed to be altered more
than only by declination, so that they would sound more natural in Czech. This was usually

[19-%2]

because of the absence of some diacritical marks in English, such as in letters “S” or “¢”.

I’ve seen configurations like this, but I don’t know that there is an easy word for them in

Klip. Or Hanto.
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Takové usporadani uz jsem vidéla, ale nevim, jestli pro n¢j existuje jednoduché slovo

v klipstiné. Nebo hantSiné.
Ensk/AnStina

Various hints led me to believe that the fictional language Ensk, which Chambers created, is
intended as a language directly evolved from today’s English. That is the reason why I also

changed the first letter of the word from E (Ensk, English) to A (anstina, anglictina).

He was more or less fluent in Ensk, having crammed Linking language lessons hard over the

past few years (...).

Ansky mluvil vice méné plynule, poslednich par let poctivé projizdél vSechny mozné lekce na

Spojich(...).

4.6.3 Compounds
A compound is a lexical unit consisting of more than one base and functioning both
grammatically and semantically as a single word. In principle, any number of bases
may be involved, but in English, except for a relatively minor class of items
compounds usually comprise of two items only, however internally complex each may

be. (Quirk)

Bot

According to the Online Etymology Dictionary, the word bot is an abbreviation, a shortened
version of an originally Czech word robot, which was created by Karel Capek for the
purposes of his play R.U.R. The word robot was later adopted by English as well as many
other languages. Although it may sound foreign, it is in fact a Czech word, which is the

reason why I left it in its original form. (Online Etymology Dictionary)

Chambers also uses the word bot in compounds indicating its function and purpose, such as
cleanerbot or dentobot, ergo gadgets used for cleaning or dental hygiene. In such cases
I retained the part bot in its original form and accordingly translated and modified only the

parts denoting the function.
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The sink shelf slid out, a thick rectangle with a basin and a pop-up mirror and the almost-

empty box of dentbot packs he needed to restock.

Ze stény pred nim vyjela police, obdélnik se zapuSténym umyvadlem, zrcadlem a skoro

prazdnou krabici s balenimi zubotii. Brzy je bude muset doplnit.

Artigrav

The word artigrav is the same case as the word bot, it is the product of blending two words,
artificial and gravity. While the word artificial is an English word, the Czech and English
words for gravity both have a common origin in Latin and are very similar. That is why I kept

the second part of the compound as it was and only translated the first one.
I’ve only ever lived in artigrav.

Zazila jsem jen umélograv.

4.6.4 Semantic shifts
Some of the words used by Chambers are ordinary and frequent even in the contemporary
world, but for the purposes of the novel take on an additional meaning, which is very specific

in the futuristic lexis of the novel. I will now list some of them.

Linkings — Spoje

In the novel the word Linkings is used for something very similar to today’s internet.
I translated it analogically and retained the capital letter at the beginning, to avoid possible

confusion of the reader.
He’d look up Aeluon ships on the Linkings when he got home.

Az se dostane domtl, vyhleda si aeluonské lod¢ na Spojich.
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Kick — kop

The word kick denotes a liquid, similar or the same as alcohol. Again, my translation was
analogical. I considered the Czech version kopanec, but in the end I decided to use the shorter

version, as it sounds sharper and is more similar to the original word.

Among the recognisable boxes — mek powder, root sugar, bottles of kick — there were three

plex tanks full of water, like jellyfish tanks.

Mezi obyc¢ejnymi krabicemi moku v prasku a kofenového cukru a lahvemi kopu lezely tii

plexové nadoby plné vody, podobné nadrzim na medtzy.

Magic Morning Power Porridge — Kouzelna krupi¢na kaSe

In this case I was not trying to create an analogical and faithful translation, but my main goal

was to come up with a translation, which would retain the alliterative tendency.

He knew he had a long day at work ahead, so he opted for two packs of Magic Morning

Power Porridge.

Mg¢l pied sebou dlouhy den v praci, tak sahl po dvou balenich Kouzelné krupi¢né kase.

4.6.5 Invented words and phrases
In this category are words and phrases, which were invented by Chambers herself and are not

compounds of already existing words.

Mek — mok

The word mek describes a fictional beverage, according to some hints I assume it has very
similar effect as coffee. I chose not to keep the original form, but to change it slightly. The
connection of the translated and the original form are obvious, but while the English word
carries no other connotations, the Czech word mok is an archaic word for a drink. The second
reason I made this change is for its connection with coffee — the word mok may connotate

with mocca, or its Czech version, moka, which are both names for a certain type of coffee.

M Santoso kind of just let me hang out. Let me have mek during my shift.
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M Santoso m¢ nechala se flakat. Mohl jsem si i pii smén¢ dat mok.

4.7 Lexical and morphological factors promoting gender neutrality

Several factors led me to believe, that the way the characters of the novel address each other

is aimed at a complete neutralization and equalization of gender in their formal speech.

1. Shortening of the titles Mr., Mrs., Ms., to the title M, which is then used both for men
and women. I was reluctant, whether to translate this title as P (short for pan/pani), or
whether to preserve the distinction between genders, despite the author’s goal, and to
differentiate the titles as P and M (pan and madam). I then chose to retain the gender
neutrality, even though it does not have the same effect in Czech. If this minor
difference is deleted, the reader is unable to tell, whether the subject of the sentence is
a man or a woman. To reach this level of gender neutrality in Czech, we would have to

omit the declination, in which the difference is obvious.

Examples

‘M Itoh has a Harmagian guest arriving today.*

“Za P Itoh ma dnes pfijet host, harmagian.”

M Santoso hadn’t given him a specific time that he needed to be back.
P Santoso mu pfesny Cas nefekla

2. Using the general pronoun xe or xyr, which is used every time a character or the reader
does not know, whether the subject of a sentence is a man or a woman. It was difficult
to come up with a suitable equivalent. Finally I decided that it would sound more
natural in these cases to simply avoid using any personal pronouns, which would

require me knowing and revealing the gender of such person.

Examples

The child did nothing but bury xyr face as far as it would go into xyr father’s shirt.
Dit¢ jen zaboftilo oblic¢ej do otcovy kosile.

3. The two points above helped me make a decision regarding women’s surnames. With
respect to retaining at least some elements of gender neutrality in formal addressing of

the characters, I decided not to change them using Czech suffixes such as -ova, -ovska,
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-a. On the contrary, I kept them in their original form, which is identical to the male
version of the surname. That way at least some aspects of the gender neutrality and

equality are preserved in the target text.

Examples

M Green allegedly accepted credits from the thieves in exchange for disabling the

Oxomoco’s proximity alert system for several hours while salvaging took place.

P Green od zlod¢ja tidajné prijala uplatek, na zaklade kterého nésledné na nékolik

hodin vyftadila z provozu bezpecnostni systémy Oxomoca.

4. Contrary to that, I have made a slight change in the first name of one of the main
characters and I translated Isabel as Isabela, with the Czech female ending. I did that
for two reasons. First, with Czech pronunciation of both of the options, the original
option sounded very unnatural to me, whereas the second option is a generally
accepted Czech equivalent of the name. Secondly, I considered other female names
appearing in the book and most of them do not appear to be gender neutral names, but
as names specifically meant for girls and women (e.g. Amira, Tessa, Aya*). We can
conclude, that gender neutralization was probably intended to be applied in formal

speech only, not when the characters address each other on a first name basis.

Examples

Every homesteader had its Archives and archivists, but Isabel was the current oldest

of her profession.

Kazdy osadnik mé¢l sviij archiv, ale Isabela byla mezi jejich pfedstavenymi nejstarsi.

4.8 Idioms

Idiom is a fixed expression or a phrase with a non-literal meaning. It is usually difficult to
determine its figurative meaning by analysing its parts. Their meaning is often not obvious at
first sight, but the level of their transparency differs from case to case. Some idioms can be

identified quite easily, some can not be translated properly unless we know them by heart.

4 The names Tessa and Aya are not mentioned in the translated extract.
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Idioms can be sources of many translatory mistakes, if the translator is not familiar with its

figurative meaning and translates them literally instead.

Examples

He had new bosses to impress, and this already wasn’t his day.

Mgl jit ohromit své nové §éfy, ale uz od rana se mu smiila lepila na paty.
But that, too, was a rookie mistake.

Ale i to byla zadateénicka chyba.
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5 Conclusion

The aim of this thesis was to reveal difficulties which a translator may come across when
translating a futuristic science-fiction story. I focused mainly on the lexical properties of the
text, as its originality stems from lexical items specifically designed and invented to help

create the futuristic and alienated atmosphere.

In the theoretical part I addressed the topics of translating proper nouns and terms
denominating specific features, such as currency or units of time, but the largest part of my
analysis was dedicated to investigate specific processes of word formation used by the author

when creating the fictional lexical items.

During the translation, I consulted the works of two prominent Czech experts on translating,
Dagmar Knittlova and Jifi Levy. Despite their guidance, I got stuck many times and it often
took me a long time to come up with an adequate Czech equivalent for some of the
neologisms. I usually tried to follow the same pattern as the author did, but my main goal was

to translate it in a manner which would sound natural and smooth.

I hope I managed to retain the style and the spirito f the original text. I am looking forward to
reading the official translation when it is released and comparing the translator’s approach to

mine.
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